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PREFACE. 



This collection of Mr. Hood's serious Poems is made in 
fulfilment of his own desire. It was among his last instruc- 
tions to those who were dearest to him. 

If its reception should justify the earnest hope which the 
wiiter had allowed himself to entertain, it will be followed 
by a volume composed of the more thoughtful pieces in 
his Poems of wit and humor. 

It is believed that the most sacred duty which his friends 
owed to his memory will thus have been discharged ; and 
that in any future recital of the names of writers who have 
contributed to the stock of genuine English poetry, Thomas 
Hood will find honorable mention. 

Some minor pieces printed for the first time are placed 
at the commencement of the Volume. 

L0NDON3 December^ 1845. 

To these few and touching words of the London Pre- 
face, the American publishers have only to add that the 
sacredness of Hood's dying request has been religiously 
observed in the reprint — not a line of the Poems having 
been omitted. All will be found either in the present vol- 
ume or in the recently published " Prose and Verse " in the 
Library. In the latter collection are included that wonder- 
ful composition the Legend of Miss Killmansegg, the Elm 
Tree, the Dream of Eugene Aram, various Odes and Bal- 
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vi PREFACE. 

lads, the Song of the Shirt, and the chief of the humanita" 
rian poems by which Hood in his last days became so en- 
deared to the world. 

The London Press has but one voice in speaking of Mr. 
Hood and his writings-— admiration mingled with pathetic 
regret. Says the Daily News (no doubt Mr. Dickens 
himself holding the pen) in language echoed by many 
others :— 

" * This collection of Mr. Hood^s serious poems is made 
in fulfilment of his own desire. It was among his last 
instructions to those who were dearest to him/ 

" Much is expressed in this opening paragraph of the brief 
and unaffected preface to this booko Around the death-bed 
of the great genius whose name it bears, consoling recol- 
lections of the thoughtful exercise of high powers diffused 
peace and resignation. No wish to blot one line in these^ 
his best and worthiest efforts, troubled his repose. But^ 
arrived at the last sad test and trial of all that is good and 
durable in life, he could contemplate his legacy to mankind^ 
and thank God for its Christian spirit, and look with hope 
and trust to its results, when he should be no more. 

" Pity for the erring, mercy to the w^eak, scorn of hypo-^ 
crisy and bigotry ; the preservation, through a rough life, 
of every humanising and tender thought to which its youth 
gave birth, were the sustaining impulses to this desire, as 
they are the spirit of these poems. If any man can read 
The Bridge of Sighs, without the deepest sympathy and 
compassion, or The ^ong oy a Shirt, without being 
touched to the soul, in his awakened sorrow for the miseries 
in which so many of his fellow-creatures pine and wear 
away their lives, let him 

Pray Heaven for a human heartj 
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PREFACE. vil 

that he may come, in time, to have some portion in the last 
bequest of Thomas Hood. 

" Passing from these productions as being widely known 
of latOj and (for the same reason) from The Dream of Eu- 
gene Aram, The Haunted House, and The Golden Le« 
GEND OP Miss Killmansegg (all of extraordinary merit) ^ we 
will confine our extracts to two minor pieces, with which 
our readers may be less acquainted. There is, in the first, 
a sentiment so touching and so universal, that there will 
probably be no collection of poems in the English tongue 
for centuries to comcj in which it will not find a place :— « 

STANZAS. 

Farev/ell Life ! my senses swinij 
And the world is growing dim ; 
Thronging shadows cloud the light. 
Like the advent of the night — - 
Colder, colder, colder still. 
Upward steals a vapor chill ; 
Strong the earthy odor grows— 
I smell the mould above the rose I 

Welcome Life ! the Spirit strives I 
Strength returns and hope revives ; 
Cloudy fears and shapes forlorn 
Fly like shadows at the morn,— 
O'er the earth there comes a bloom ; 
Sunny light for sullen gloom. 
Warm perfume for vapor cold— - 
I smell the rose above the mould I 
April, 1845. 

** The next (the Ode on a distant prospect of Clapham 
Academy) is of a different class, but who has not this poem 
in his mind and his experience ? 
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viii PREFACE. 

" The preface, from •which we have ah^eady quoted, ex- 
presses a hope * that in any future recital of the names of 
writers who have contributed to the stock of genuine 
English poetry, Thomas Hood will find honorable men- 
tion.' Before it can be otherwise, not only must the cha- 
racter of genuine English poetry be altogether changed, but 
with it the recollections, fancies, affections, and very nature 
of men, 

" We may be allowed to add one parting word ; not of the 
Author, but the deceased friend. That he v^^as a man of a 
most free and noble spirit, who harbored none of the 
grudging jealousies too often attendant on the pursuit of 
literature 5 who found no detraction from his own merits 
in the success and praise of another ; who, beset by great 
infirmity of body, and many sharp anxieties of mind, could 
travel far out of his way to swell, with his generous pen, 
the triumph of a young writer, with whom he had, at that 
time, little or no acquaintance, saving through his works ;— 
no one Uving should know better, than the writer of this 
faltering tribute to his memoryo'' 
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FO EMS 



THE LEE^SHORE. 



Sleet ! and Hail ! and Thunder ! 

And ye Winds that ravej 
Till the sands thereunder 

Tinge the sullen wave- 
Winds, that like a Demon, 

Howl with horrid note 
Round the toiling Seaman, 

In his tossing boat— 

From his humble dwellings 

On the shingly shore. 
Where the billows swelling. 

Keep such hollow roar— 

From that weeping Woman, 
Seeking with her cries, 

Succor superhuman 

From the frowning skies— 
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From the Urchin pining 
For his Father's knee™ 

From the lattice shining^ 
Drive him out to sea f 

Let broad leagues dissevef 
Him from yonder foam |— 

Ohy God ! to think Man ever 
Comes tc^ near Ms Horn© ^ 
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THE DEATH'-BED. 



We watchM her breathing thro' the nigh% 

Her breathing soft and low, 
As in her breast the wave of life 

Kept heaving to and fro» 

So silently we seemM to speak^ 

So slowly mov'd about. 
As we had lent her half our powers 

To eke her living out- 

Our very hopes belied our fears^ 

Our fears our hopes belied— 
We thought her dying when she slept^ 

And sleeping when she died« 

For when the morn came dim and sad^ 
And chill with early showers, 

Her quiet eyelids clos'd— she had 
Another morn than ours. 
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HOOD'S POEMS. 



TO MY DAUGHTER. 



ON HER BIRTHDAYo 



Dear Fanny ! nine long years ago, 
While yet the morning sun was low, 
And rosy with the eastern glow 

The landscape smiPd ; 
Whilst low'd the newly- waken'd herds- 
Sweet as the early song of birds, 
I heard those first, delightful words, 

"Thou hast a child !^V 

Along with that uprising dew 

Tears glisten'd in my eyes, though few, 

To hail a dawning quite as new 

To me, as Time : 
It was not sorrow— not annoy- 
But like a happy maid, though coy, 
With grief-like welcome, even Joy 

Forestalls its primoo 

So may'st thou live, dear ! many years, 
In all the bliss that life endears, 
Not without smiles, nor yet from tears 
Too strictly kept : 
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TO MY DAUGHTER 

When first thy infant littleness 
I folded in my fond caress. 
The greatest proof of happiness 
Was this— I wept. 

Sept»1839. 
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LINES 



ON SEEING M¥ WIFE AND TWO CHILDREN SLSSPISia m 
THE SAME CHAMBERo 



And has the earth lost its so spacious rounds 
The sky its blue circumference abovej 
That in this little chamber there is found 
Both earth and heaven— my universe of love! 
All that my God can give me or removej 
Here sleeping, save myself, in mimic death* 
Sweet that in this small compass I behove 
To live their living and to breathe their breath f 
Almost I wish that with one common sigh 
We might resign all mundane care and strife^ 
And seek together that transcendent sky, 
Where Father, Mother^ Children, Husband, Wifeg 
Together pant in everlasting life ! 

Oosi^sNTZg Nov.t 1835e 
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TO A CHILD. 



TO A CHILD 

EMBEACING HIS MOTHER. 



Love thy mother, little one ! 
Kiss and clasp her necK again,- — 
Hereafter she may have a son 
Will kiss and clasp her neck in vain. 
Love thy mother, little one ! 



Gaze upon her living eyes, 
And mirror back her love for thee, — 
Hereafter thou may'st shudder sighs 
To meet them when they cannot see. 
Gaze upon her living eyes ! 



Press her lips the while they glow 
With love that they have often told, — 
Hereafter thou may'st press in wo, 
And kiss them till thine own are cold. 
Press her lips the while they glow ! 
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HOOD'S POEMS. 



Oh, revere her raven hair! 
Altho' it be not silver-grey ; 
Too early Death, led on by Care, 
May snatch save one dear lock away. 
Oh ! revere her raven hair ! 



Pray for her at eve and morn, 
That Heaven may long the stroke defer,- 
For thou may'st live the hour forlorn 
When thou wilt ask to die with her. 
Pray for her at eve and mom i 
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STANZAS. 



STANZAS. 



Farewell Life I my senses swim^ 
And the world is growing dim i 
Thronging shadows cloud the lightj> 
Like the advent of the night— 
Colderj colder, colder still, 
Upward steals a vapor chili ; 
Strong the earthy odor grows-— 
I smell the mould above the rose ! 

Welcome Life ! the Spirit strives! 
Strength returns and hope revives | 
Cloudy fears and shapes forlorn 
Fly like shadows at the morn,-»— 
O'er the earth there comes a bloom | 
Sunny light for sullen gloom, 
Warm perfume for vapor cold— 
I smell the rose above the mould ! 



April, 1845o 
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10 HOOD'S POEMS 



TO A FALSE FRIEND. 



Our hands have met, but not our hearts | 
Our hands will never meet again. 
Friend^, if we have ever been, 
Friends we cannot now remain : 
I only know I lov'd you once, 
I only know I lov'd in vain | 
Our hands have met, but not our hearts | 
Our hands will never meet again I 

Then farewell to heart and hand ! 

I would our hands had never met t 

Even the outward form of love 

Must be resigned with some regrete 

Friends, we still might seem to be, 

If my wrong could e'er forget 

Our hands have joined but not our hearts ; 

I would our hands had never met ! 
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THE POET'S PORTION, 



a 



THE POET\S PORTION 



What is mine— a treasury— a dower— 
A magic talisman of mighty power 1 
A poet's wide possession of the earth. 
He has th' enjoyment of a flower's birth 
Before its budding — ere the first red streaks, 
And Winter cannot rob him of their cheeks. 
Look— if his dawn be not as other men's ! 
Twenty bright flushes-— ere another kens 
The first of sunlight is abroad— he sees 
Its golden 'lection of the topmost trees^ 
And opes the splendid fissures of the morn. 
When do his fruits delay, when doth his corn 
Linger for harvesting 1 Before the leaf 
Is commonly abroad, in his pil'd sheaf 
The flagging poppies lose their ancient flame. 
No sweet there is, no pleasure I can name, 
Bnthe will sip it first— before the lees. 
^ Tis his to taste rich honey,— ere the bees 
Are busy with the brooms. He may forestall 
June's rosy advent for his coronal ; 
Before th' expectant buds upon the bough, 
Twining his thoughts to bloom upon his brow« 
Oh ! blest to see the flower in its seed. 
Before its leafy presence ; for indeed 
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12 HOOD'S POEMS. 

Leaves are but wings, on which the summer fliesi 
And each thing perishable fades and dies, 
Escaped in thought ; but his rich thinkings be 
Like overflows of immortality. 
So that what there is steep'd shall perish never, 
But live and bloom, and be a joy for ever. 
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TIME, HOPE, AND MEMORY. 



I HEARD a gentle maiden, in the spring, 
Set her sweet sighs to music, and thus sing : 
^* Fly through the world, and I will follow thee, 
Only for looks that may turn back on me ; 

Only for roses that your chance may throw- 
Though withered— I will wear them on my brow, 
To be a thoughtful fragrance to my brain ; 
Warm'd with such love, that they will bloom again* 

Thy love before thee, I must tread behind, 
Kissing thy foot-prints, though to me unkind ; 
But trust not all her fondness though it seem, 
Lest thy true love should rest on a false dream. 

Her face is smiling, and her voice is sweet ; 

But smiles betray, and music sings deceit j 

And words speak false ;~yet, if they welcome prove^ 

Fll be their echo, and repeat their love. 

Only if wakenM to sad truth at last, 
The bitterness to come, and sweetness past ; 
When thou art vext, then, turn again, and see 
Thou hast lov'd Hope, but Memory lovM thee/ 
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14 HOOD'S POEMS. 



FIOWESS. 



I WILL not have the mad Clytie, 
Whose head is turn'd by the sun i 
The tulip is a courtly quean. 
Whom, therefore, I will shun ; 
The cowslip is a country wench. 
The violet is a nun ;— 
But I will woo the dainty rose, 
The queen of every one. 

The pea is but a wanton witch, 
In too much haste to wed. 
And clasps her rings on every hand; 
The wolfsbane 1 should dread ; 
Nor will I dreary rosemarye, 
That always mourns the dead ;=— 
But I will woo the dainty rose, 
With her cheeks of tender red. 

The lily is all in white, like a saint, 

And so is no mate for me— 

And the daisy's cheek is tipp'd with a blush, 

She is of such low degree ; 

Jasmine is sweet, and has many loves. 

And the broom's betrothed to the bee |— ~ 

But I will plight with the dainty rose^ 

For fairest of all Is she. 
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Still glides the gentle streamlet on, 
With shifting current new and strange | 
The water that was here is gone, 
But those green shadows never change* 

Serene or ruffled by the storm, 
On present wavesj as on the pasts 
The mirror^ grove retains its form. 
The self-same trees their semblance caBt« 

The hue each fleeting globule wears, 
That drop bequeaths it to the next ; 
One picture still the surface bearSj 
To illustrate the murmured texto 

Soj love^ however time may floWj, 
Fresh hours pursuing those that flee^ 
One constant image still shall show 
My tide of life is true to thee, . 
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TO 



Let us make a leap, my dear. 
In our love, of many a year, 
And date it very far aw^ay, 
On a bright clear summer day^ 
When the heart was like a sun 
To itself, and falsehood none | 
And the rosy lips a part 
Of the very loving heart, 
And the shining of the eye 
But a sign to know it by y — 
When my faults were all forgiven. 
And my life deserv'd of Heaven, 
Dearest, let us reckon so, 
And love for all that long ago | 
Each absence count a year completes 
And keep a birthday when we meet. 
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TO 



I LOVE thee-^-I love thee ! 

^Tis all that I can say ;— 
It is my vision in the night, 

My dreaming in the day ; 
The very echo of my hearty 

The blessing when I pray t 
I love thee— I love thee I 

Is all that I can say« 

I love thee— I love thee I 

Is ever on my tongue | 
In all my proudest poesy, 

That chorus still is sung | 
It is the verdict of my eyes. 

Amidst the gay and young ; 
I love thee™I love thee ! 

A thousand maids among. 

I love thee— I love thee ! 

Thy bright and hazel glance. 
The mellow lute upon those lips. 

Whose tender tones entrance | 
But most, dear heart of hearts, thy proofe 

That still these words enhance, 
I love thee— -I love thee I 

Whatever be thy chance. 
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18 HOOD'S POEMS. 



SEEENADE. 



AHj sweet, thou little knowest how 

I wake and passionate watches keep | 
And yet while I address thee nowj 

Methinks thou smilest in thy sleep. 
'Tis sweet enough to make me weep. 

That tender thought of love and thee, 
That while the world is husliM so deep^ 

Thy soul's perhaps awake to me I 

Sleep on, sleep onj sweet bride of sleep ! 

With golden visions for thy dower^ 
While I this midnight vigil keep. 

And bless thee in thy silent bower | 
To me ^tis sweeter than the power 

Of sleep, and fairy dreams unfurFdg 
That I alone^ at this still hourj 

In patient love outwateli the worMo 
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TEESES IN AN ALBUM. 



Fae above the hollow 
Tempest, and its moaiij 
Singeth bright Apollo 
In his golden zone,— 
Cloud doth never shade him, 
Nor a storm invade him. 
On his joyous throneo 

So wnen I behold me 
In an orb as bright^ 
How thy soul doth fold me 
In its throne of light ! 
Sorrow never paineth^ 
Nor a care attainethj 
To that blessed height. 
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BALLAD. 



It was not in the winter 
Our loving lot was cast | 
It was the time of roses,— 
We pluck'd them as we pass'd ! 

That churlish season never frown'd 
On early lovers yet I 
Oh, no— the world was newly crownM 
With flowers when first we met. 

'Twas twilight, and I bade you go^ 
But still you held me fast | 
It was the time of roses,— 
We pluck'd them as we passed I 
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THE BOMANCE OF COLOGNE, 



^Tis even— on the pleasant banks of Rhine 
The thrush is singing and the dove is cooing ; 
A Youth and Maiden on the turf recline 
Alone— -and he is wooing. 

Yet vi^oos in vain, for to the voice of love 
No kindly sympathy the Maid discovers. 
Though round them both, and in the air abovej, 
The tender spirit hovers. 

Untouched by lovely Nature and her laws, 
The more he pleads, more coyly she represses | 
Her lips denies, and now her hand withdraws, 
Rejecting his addresses. 

Fair is she as the dreams young poets weave, 
Bright eyes and dainty lips and tresses curly, 
In outward loveliness a child of Eve, 
But cold as nymph of Lurley. 

The more Love tries her pity to engross, 
The more she chills him with a strange behavior | 
Now tells her beads, now gazes on the Cross 
And image of the Saviour. 
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Forth goes the lover with a farewell moa% 
As from the presence of a thing unhuman ;- 
Oh, what unholy spell hath turned to stone 
The yoBog warm heart of woman ! 



^Tis midnight— and the moonbeam, cold and wan^ 
On bower and river quietly is sleeping. 
And o'er the corse of a self-murderM man 
The Maiden fair is weepingo 

In vain she looks into his glassy eyes, 
No pressure answers to her hands so pressing i 
In her fond arms impassively he lies, 
Clay-cold to her caressingo 

Despairing, stunnM, by her eternal loss. 
She flies to succor that may best beseem her | 
Butj lo ! a frowning figure veils the Cross^ 
And hides the blest Redeemer ! 

With stern right hand it stretches forth a scroll^ 
Wherein she reads, in melancholy letters, 
The cruel, fatal pact that placed her soul 
And her young heart in fetters, 

" Wretch ! sinner ! renegade ! to truth and God 
Thy holy faith for human love to barter ! ^^ 
No more she hears, but on the bloody sod 
Sinks, Bigotry's last martyr ! 

And side by side the hapless Lovers lie ; 
Tell me, harsh Priest \ by yonder tragic tokers^ 
What part hath God in such a bond, whereby 
Or hearts or vows are broken ? 
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TO—™. 

COMPOSED AT EOTTERDAM» 



I GAZE upon a city J—- 
A city new and stranger- 
Down many a watery vista 
My fancy takes a range | 
From side to side 1 saunter^ 
And wonder where I am ; 
And can you be in England^ 
And J at Rotterdam ! 

Before me lie dark waters 
In broad canals and deep, 
Whereon the silver moonbeams 
Bleep, restless in their sleep | 
A sort of vulgar Venice 
Reminds me where I am | 
Yes, yes, you are in England^ 
And Fm at Rotterdam, 

Tall houses with quaint gables^ 
Where frequent windows shine, 
Aud quays that lead to bridges, 
And trees in formal line, 
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And masts of spicy vessels 
From western Surinam^ 
All tell me you're in Engiand^^ 
But Vm in Rotterdamo 

Those sailors, how outlandish 
The face and form of each ! 
They deal in foreign gestures. 
And use a foreign speech ; 
A tongue not learn'd near Isis, 
Or studied by the Cam, 
Declares that you're in England, 
And Fm at Rotterdam, 

And now across a market 
My doubtful way I trace, 
Where stands a solemn statue, 
The Genius of the place ; 
And to the great Erasmus 
I offer my salaam ; 
Who tells me you're in England, 
But I'm at Rotterdam. 

The coffee-room is open— 
I mingle in its crowd,— 
The dominos are noisy— 
The hookahs raise a cloud ; 
The flavor now of Fearon's, 
That mingles with my dram, 
Reminds me you're in England, 
And I'm at Rotterdam. 
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Then here it goes, a bumper-— 
The toast it shall be mine. 
In sckiedam, or in sherry^ 
Tokay, or hock of Rhine ; 
It well deserves the brightest, 
Where sunbeam ever swam— - 
" The girl I love in England '^ 
I drink at Rotterdam ! 



Marchj 1835. 
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L 

TO THE OClANo 
(Coblentz, May^ 1835.) 



Shall I rebuke thee. Ocean, my old love. 
That once, in rage with the wild winds at strife^ 
Thou darest menace my unit of a life, 
Sending my clay below, my soul above, 
Whilst roar'd thy waves, like lions when they rove 
By night, and bound upon their prey by stealth 1 
Yet did'st thou ne^er restore my fainting health ?— 
Did'st thou ne^er murmur gently like the dove ? 
Nay, did^st thou not against my own dear shore 
Full break, last link between my land and me ?— 
My absent friends talk in thy very roar, 
In thy waves' beat their kindly pulse I see, 
And, if I must not see my England more, 
Next to her soil, my grave be found in thee ! 
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IL 



A POOK old king, with sorrow for my crown, 
Thron'd upon straw, and mantled with the wind- 
For pity, my own tears have made me blind 
That I might never see my children's frown ; 
And may be madness, like a friend, has thrown 
A folded fillet over my dark mind, 
So that unkindly speech may sound for kind,— 
Albeit I know not. — I am childish grown— 
And have not gold to purchase wit withal-— 
I that have once maintain'd most royal state— 
A very bankrupt now that may not call 
My child, my child — all-beggar'd save in tearsj 
Wherewith I daily weep an old man's fate^ 
Foolish— and blind- — and overcome with yeans I 
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III. 

SONNET TO A SONNET. 



Rare composition of a poet-knightj 
Most chivalrous amongst chivalric men, 
Distinguish'd for a polish'd lance and pen 
In tuneful contest and in tourney-fight ; 
Lustrous in scholarship, in honor bright, 
Accomplished in all graces current then, 
Humane as any in historic ken, 
Brave, handsome, noble, affable, polite ; 
Most courteous to that race become of late 
So fiercely scornful of all kind advance. 
Rude, bitter, coarse, implacable in hate 
To Albion, plotting ever her mischance,— 
Alas, fair verse ! how false and out of date 
Thy phrase " sweet enemy " applied to France ! 
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lY. 

FALSE POETS AND TEUE. 



Look how the lark soars upward and is gone, 

Turning a spirit as he nears the sky ! 

His voice is heard, but body there is none 

To fix the vague excursions of the eye. 

So, poets' songs are with us, tho' they die 

Obscur'd, and hid by death's oblivious shroud, 

And Earth inherits the rich melody 

Like rainipg music from the morning cloud. 

Yet, few there be who pipe so sweet and loud, 

Their voices reach us through the lapse of space : 

The noisy day is deafen'd by a crowd 

Of undistinguish'd birds, a twittering race ; 

But only lark and nightingale forlorn 

Fill up the silences of night and mom. 
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Y. 



TO 



My heart is sick with longing, tho' I feed 

On hope ; Time goes with such a heavy pace 

That neither brings nor takes from thy embracej 

As if he slept-— forgetting his old speed : 

For, as in sunshine only we can read 

The march of minutes on the dial's face. 

So in the shadows of this lonely pla.ce 

There is no love, and Time is dead indeed. 

But when, dear lady, I am near thy heart, 

Thy smile is time, and then so swift it flieSj 

It seems we only meet to tear apart 

With aching hands and lingering of eyes, 

Alas, alas ! that we must learn hours' flight 

By the same light of love that makes them bright ! 
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FOB THE 14th of FEBRUAEY« 



No popular respect will I omit 

To do thee honor on this happy day. 

When every loyal lover tasks his wit 

His simple truth in studious rhymes to pay^ 

And to his mistress dear his hopes convey. 

Rather thou knowest I would still outrun 

All calendars with Love's,— whose date alwaj 

Thy bright eyes govern better than the Sun,— 

For with thy favor was my life begun ; 

And still I reckon on from smiles to smiles^ 

And not by summers, for I thrive on none 

But those thy cheerful countenance compiles : 

Oh ! if it be to choose and call thee mine, 

Lovej thou art every day my Talentineo 
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¥IL 

TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 



I. 

Oh, 'tis a touching thing, to make one weep,-— 
A tender infant with its curtain'd eye, 
Breathing as it would neither live nor die 
With that unchanging countenance of sleep ! 
As if its silent dream, serene and deep, 
Had lin'd its slumber with a still blue sky, 
So that the passive cheeks unconscious lie 
With no more life than roses— just to keep 
The blushes warm, and the mild, odorous breatli. 
O blossom boy ! so calm is thy repose. 
So sweet a compromise of life and death, 
'Tis pity those fair buds should e'er unclose 
For memory to stain their inward leaf, 
Tinging thy dreams with unacquainted grist 
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VIIL 

TO A SLEEPING CHILDe 



II. 

Thine eyelids slept so beauteously, I deemM 
No eyes could wake so beautiful as they ; 
Thy rosy cheeks in such still slumbers lay, 
I lov'd their peacefulness, nor ever dream'd 
Of dimples ; — -for those parted lips so seem'd, 
I never thought a smile could sweetlier play, 
Nor that so graceful life could chase away 
Thy graceful death, — ^till those blue eyes upbeam'd. 
Now slumber lies in dimpled eddies drown'd, 
And roses bloom more rosily for joy, 
And odorous silence ripens into sound, 
And fingers move to sound.— All-beauteous boy I 
How thou dost waken into smiles, and prove, 
If not more lovely, thou art more like Love ! 
2* 
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ix: 



The World is with me, and its many caresj 
Its woes— its wants—the anxious hopes and fears 
That wait on all terrestrial affairs— 
The shades of former and of future years- 
Foreboding fancies, and prophetic tears, 
Quelling a spirit that was once elate. 
Heavens ! what a wilderness the world appears, 
Where Youth, and Mirth, and Health are out of date ! 
But no— a laugh of innocence and joy 
Resounds, like music of the fairy race, 
And, gladly turning from the world's annoy^ 
[ gaze upon a little radiant face, 
And bless, internally, the merry boy 
Who " makes a son-shine in a shady place/* 
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CHARLES LAMB, ESQo 



My dear Friend, 

I THANK my literary fortune that I am not reducedj like many better 
wits, to barter dedications^ for the hope or promise of patronage, with 
some nominally great man ; but that where true affection points, and honest 
respect, I am free to gratify my head and heart by a sincere inscription. 
An intimacy and dearness, worthy of a much earlier date than our acquaint- 
ance can refer to, direct me at once to your name : and with this acknow- 
ledgment of your ever kind feeling towards me, I desire to record a re- 
spect and admiration for you as a writer, which no one acquainted with 
our literature, save Elia himself, will think disproportionate or misplaced. 
If I had not these better reasons to govern me, I should be guided to the 
same selection by your intense yet critical relish for the works of our great 
Dramatist, and for that favorite play in particular which has furnished the 
subject of my verses. 

It is my design, in the following Poem, to celebrate, by an allegory, that 
immortality which Shakspeare has conferred on the Fairy mythology by 
his Midsummer Night's Dream. But for him, those pretty children of our 
childhood would leave barely their names to our maturer years ; they be- 
long, as the mites upon the plum, to the bloom of fancy, a thing generally 
too frail and beautiful to withstand the rude handling of time : but the 
Poet has made this most perishable part of the mind's creation equal to the 
most enduring ; he has so intertwined the Elfins with human sympathies, 
and linked them by so many delightful associations with the productions 
of nature, that they are as real to the mind's eye, as their green magical 
circles to the outer sense. 

It would have been a pity for such a race to go extinct, even though they 
were but as the butterflies that hover about the leaves and blossoms of the 
visible world. 

I am. 

My deak Friend, 

Yours most truly, 

T, HOOD 
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^TwAS in that mellow season of the year 

When the hot Sun singes the yellow leaves 

Till they be gold, — -and with a broader sphere 

The Moon looks down on Ceres and her sheaves ; 

When more abundantly the spider weaves, 

And the cold wind breathes from a chillier clime | 

That forth I fared, on one of those still eves, 

Touch'd with the dewy sadness of the time, 

To think hov/ the bright months had spent their prime, 



So that, v/herever I addressed my way, 

I seem'd to track the melancholy feet 

Of him that is the Father of Decay, 

And spoils at once the sour weed and the sweet |- 

Wherefore regretfully I made retreat 

To some unwasted regions of my brain, 

Charm'd with the light of summer and the heat, 

And bade that bounteous season bloom again, 

And sprout fresh flowers in mine own domain^ 
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It was a shady and sequestered scene. 
Like those famed gardens of Boccaccio^ 
Planted with his own laurels evergreen. 
And roses that for endless summer blow ; 
And there were founting springs to overflow 
Their marble basins,-— and cool green arcades 
Of tall o'erarching sycamores, to throw 
Athwart the dappled path their dancing shades^-- 
With timid coneys cropping the green bladeSo 



And there were crystal pools, peopled with fishj, 
Argent and gold ; and some of Tyrian skin, 
Some crimson-barr'd ; and ever at a wish 
They rose obsequious till the wave grew thin 
As glass upon their backs, and then dived in. 
Quenching their ardent scales in watery gloom ° 
Whilst others with fresh hues row'd forth to win 
My changeable regard,— for so we doom 
Things born of thought to vanish or to bloomo 



And there were many birds of many dyes, 
From tree to tree still faring to and fro, 
And stately peacocks with their splendid eyesj 
And gorgeous pheasants with their golden glow^ 
Like Iris just bedabbled in her bow. 
Besides some vocalists, without a name, 
That ofl on fairy errands come and go, 
With accents magical ;-™and all were tame^ 
And peckled at my hand where'er I cameo 
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And for my sylvan company, in lieu 
Of Pampinea with her lively peers. 
Sate Queen Titania with her pretty crew. 
All in their liveries quaint, with elfin gears. 
For she was gracious to my childish years, 
And made me free of her enchanted round ; 
Wherefore this dreamy scene she still endears, 
And plants her court upon a verdant mound, 
Fenced with umbrageous woods and groves profounds 



" Ah me," she cries, " was ever moonlight seen 
So clear and tender for our midnight trips ? 
Go some one forth, and with a trump convene 
My lieges all ! "—Away the goblin skips 
A pace or two apart, and deftly strips 
The ruddy skin from a sweet rose's cheek. 
Then blows the shuddering leaf between his lips. 
Making it utter forth a shrill small shriek, 
Like a fray'd bird in the grey owlet's beak. 



And lo ! upon my iix'd delighted ken 
Appeared the loyal Fays.— Some by degrees 
Crept from the primrose buds that open'd then. 
And some from belLshap'd blossoms like the bees, 
Some from the dewy meads, and rushy leas, 
Flew up like chafers when the rustics pass ; 
Some from the rivers, others from tall trees 
Dropp'd like shed blossoms, silent to the grass^ 
Spirits and elfins small, of every class. 
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Peri and Pixy, and quaint Puck the AntiCj 
Brought Robin Goodfellow, that merry swain ; 
And stealthy Mab, queen of old realms romantic. 
Came too, from distance, in her tiny wain. 
Fresh dripping from a cloud — some bloomy rain. 
Then circling the bright Moon, had wash'd her car, 
And still bedew 'd it with a various stain : 
Lastly came Ariel, shooting from a star, 
Who bears all fairy embassies afar. 



But Oberon, that night elsewhere exiled, 

Was absent, whether some distemper'd spleen 

Kept him and his fair mate unreconciled, 

Or warfare with the Gnome (whose race had been 

Sometime obnoxious), kept him from his queen. 

And made her now peruse the starry skies 

Prophetical with such an absent mien ; 

Howbeit, the tears stole often to her eyes, 

And oft the Moon was incensed with her sighs— 



Which made the elves sport drearily, and soon 
Their hushing dances languish'd to a stand, 
Like midnight leaves when, as the Zephyrs swoon, 
All on their drooping stems they sink unfannM, — 
So into silence droop'd the fairy band. 
To see their empress dear so pale and still. 
Crowding her softly round on either hand, 
As pale as frosty snow-drops, and as chill, 
To whom the sceptred dame reveals her ill. 
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" AlaSj" quoth she, " ye know our fairy lives 
Are leased upon the fickle faith of men ; 
Not measured out against fate's mortal knives^ 
Like human gossamers, we perish when 
We fade, and are forgot in worldly ken, — 
Though poesy has thus prolong' d our date, 
Thanks be to the sweet Bard's auspicious pen 
That rescued us so,4ong ! — howbeit of late 
I feel some dark misgivings of our fate. 



" And this dull day my melancholy sleep 
Hath been so thronged with images of wOj 
That even now I cannot choose but weep 
To think this was some sad prophetic show 
Of future horror to befall us so,- — • 
Of mortal wreck and uttermost distress,— 
Yea, our poor empire's fall and overthrow,—-* 
For this was my long vision's dreadful stress. 
And when I waked my trouble was not less. 



" Whenever to the clouds I tried to seek, 
Such leaden weight dragg'd these Icarian wings. 
My faithless wand was wavering and weak. 
And slimy toads had trespass'd in our rings — - 
The birds refused to sing for me— all things 
Disown'd their old allegiance to our spells ; 
The rude bees prick'd me with their rebel stings ; 
And, when I pass'd, the valley-lily's bells 
Rang out, methought, most melancholy knells. 
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*^ And ever on the faint and flagging air 

A doleful spirit with a dreary note 

Cried in my fearful ear, * Prepare ! prepare ! ^ 

"Which soon I knew came from a raven's throaty 

Perched on a Cyprus bough not far remotej— 

A cursed bird, too crafty to be shot, 

That always cometh with his soot-black coat 

To make hearts dreary :— for he is a blot 

Upon the book of life, as well ye wot I— 



" Wherefore some while I bribed him to be mute^ 

With bitter acorns stuffing his foul maw. 

Which barely I appeased, when some fresh bruit 

Startled me all aheap ! — and soon I saw 

The horridest shape that ever raised my awe,— 

A monstrous giant, very huge and tall, 

Such as in elder times, devoid of law, 

With wicked might grieved the primeval ballj 

And this was sure the deadliest of them all ! 



" Gaunt was he as a wolf of Languedoc, 
With bloody jaws, and frost upon his crown | 
So from his barren poll one hoary lock 
Over his wrinkled front fell far adown. 
Well nigh to where his frosty brows did frown 
Like jagged icicles at cottage eves ; 
And for his coronal he wore some brown 
And bristled ears gather'd from Ceres' sheaves^ 
Entwined with certain sere and russet leaveso 
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^* And lo ! upon a mast reared far aloft. 
He bore a very bright and crescent blade, 
The which he waved so dreadfully, and ofl. 
In meditative spite, that, sore dismay'd, 
I crept into an acorn- cup for shade ; 
Meanwhile the horrid effigy went by : 
I trow his look was dreadful, for it made 
The trembling birds betake them to the sky^ 
For every leaf was lifted by his sigho 



^^ And ever as he sigh'd, his foggy breath 
Blurred out the landscape like a flight of smoke t 
Thence knew I this ¥/as either dreary Death 
Or Time, who leads all creatures to his stroke. 
Ah wretched me ! "—-Here, even as she spoke. 
The melancholy Shape came gliding in, 
And leanM his back against an antique oak. 
Folding his wings, that v/ere so fine and thin, 
They scarce were seen against the Dryad's skirio 



Then what a fear seized all the little rout ! 
Look how a flock of panicked sheep will stare— 
And huddle close— and start — -and wheel about. 
Watching the roaming mongrel here and there,— 
So did that sudden Apparition scare 
All close aheap those small affrighted things ; 
Nor sought they now the safety of the air, 
As if some leaden spell withheld then^ wings ; 
But who can Bj that ancientest of Kings ? 
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Whom now the Queen, with a forestalling tear 
And previous sigh, beginneth to entreat. 
Bidding him spare, for love, her lieges dear : 
** Alas !^' quoth she, " is there no nodding wheat 
Ripe for thy crooked weapon, and more meet,— 
Or withered leaves to ravish from the tree,— 
Or crumbling battlements for thy defeat ? ^ 
Think but what vaunting monuments there be 
Builded in spite and mockery of thee. 



^^ O fret away the fabric walls of Fame, 
And grind down marble Csssars with the dust i 
Make tombs inscriptionless — -raze each high name^ 
And waste old armors of renown with rust : 
Do all of this, and thy revenge is just : 
Make such decays the trophies of thy primCj 
And check Ambition^s overweening lust. 
That dares exterminating war with Time,— 
But we are guiltless of that lofty crime » 



" Frail feeble spiites !— the children of a dream ! 

Leased on the sufferance of fickle men, 

Like motes dependent on the sunny beam, 

Living but in the sun's indulgent ken, 

And when that light withdraws, withdrawing then ;~ 

So do we flutter in the glance of youth 

And fervid fancy, — and so perish when 

The eye of faith grows aged ;— in sad truth. 

Feeling thy sway, O Time I though not thy tooth I 
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" Where be those old divinities forlorn, 
That dwelt in trees, or haunted in a stream ? 
Alas ! their memories are dimm'd and torn. 
Like the remainder tatters of a dream : 
So will it fare with our poor thrones, I deem ;— 
For us the same dark trench Oblivion delves, 
That holds the wastes of every human schemeo 
O spare us then, — and these our pretty elves, 
We soon, alas ! shall perish of ourselves ! ^^ 



Now as she ended, with a sigh, to name 
Those old Olympians, scattered by the whirl 
Of fortune's giddy wheel, and brought to shame* 
Methought a scornful and malignant curl 
Show'd on the lips of that malicious churl, 
To think what noble havocs he had made ; 
So that I fear'd he all at once would hurl 
The harmless fairies into endless shade,— 
Howbeit he stopp'd awhile to whet his bladee 



Pity it was to hear the elfins' wail 
Rise up in concert from their mingled dread ; 
Pity it was to see them, all so pale, 
Gaze on the grass as for a dying bed ;— 
But Puck was seated on a spider's thread, 
That hung between two branches of a briar, 
And ^gan to swing and gambol heels o'er head^ 
Like any Southwark tumbler on a wire, 
For him no present grief could long inspire 
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Meanwhile the Queen with many piteous dropsy 

Falling like tiny sparks full fast and free. 

Bedews a pathway from her throne |— and stops 

Before the foot of her arch enemy. 

And with her Httle arms enfolds his knee, 

That shows more gristly from that fair embrace t 

But she will ne'er depart. " Alas !'* quoth she, 

" My painful fingers I will here enlace 

Till I have gain'd your pity for our race. 



" What have we ever done to earn this gruJgGj 
And hate— (if not too humble for thy hating ?)— 
Look o'er our labors and our lives, and judge 
If there be any ills of our creating ; 
For we are very kindly creatures, dating 
With nature's charities still sweet and bland :— » 
O think this murder worthy of debating ! "— 
Herewith she makes a signal with her hand, 
To beckon some one from the Fairy bando 



Anon I saw one of those elfin things. 

Clad all in white like any chorister. 

Come fluttering forth on his melodious wings^ 

That made soft music at each little stir, 

But something louder than a bee's demur 

Before he lights upon a bunch of broom, 

And thus 'gan he with Saturn to confer,— 

And O his voice Was sweet, touch'd with the gloom 

Of that sad theme that argued of his doom ! 
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Quoth he, " We make all melodies our care, 
That no false discords may offend the Sun, 
.Music's great master—tuning everywhere 
All pastoral sounds and melodies, each one 
Duly to place and season, so that none 
May harshly interfere. We rouse at morn 
The shrill sweet lark ; and when the day is done^ 
Hush silent pauses for the bird forlorn, 
That singeth with her breast against a thorn. 



" We gather in loud choirs the twittering race. 
That make a chorus with their single note ; 
And tend on new-fledged birds in every place,, 
That duly they may get their tunes by rote ; 
And oft, like echoes, answering remote. 
We hide in thickets from the feather'd throng, 
And strain in rivalship each throbbing throat, 
Singing in shrill responses all day long, 
Whilst the glad truant listens to our songo 



*' Wherefore, great King of Years, as thou dost love 
The raining music from a morning cloud. 
When vanished larks are carolling above. 
To wake Apollo with their pipings loud ;•— 
If ever thou hast heard in leafy shroud 
The sweet and plaintive Sappho of the dell, 
Show thy sweet mercy on this little crowdp 
And we will muffle up the sheepfold bell 
Whene'er thou listenest to Philomel,^' 
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Then Saturn thus :— " Sweet is the merry larkp 
That carols in man's ear so clear and strong i 
And youth must love to listen in the dark 
That tuneful elegy of Tereus' wrong ; 
But I have heard that ancient strain too long. 
For sweet is sweet but v/hen a little strange, 
And I grow Weary for some newer song * 
For wherefore had I wings, unless to range 
Through all things mutable from change to change 1 



" But wouldst thou hear the melodies of Time, 

Listen when sleep and drowsy darkness roll 

Over hush'd cities, and the midnight chime 

Sounds from their hundred clocks, and deep bells toll 

Like a last knell over the dead world's soul. 

Saying, Time shall be final of all things, 

Whose late, last voice must elegise the whole,-— 

O then I clap aloft my brave broad wings. 

And make the wide air tremble while it rings ! '^ 



Then next a fair Eve-Fay made meek address, 
Saying, " We be the handmaids of the Springj 
In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 
Hath wrought her samplers on our gauzy wingo 
We tend upon buds' birth and blossoming. 
And count the leafy tributes that they owe- 
As, so much to the earth — -so much to fling 
In showers to the brook — -so much to go 
In whirlwinds to the clouds that made them grow. 
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" The pastoral cowslips are our little petSj 
And daisy stars, whose firmament is green ; 
Pansiesj and those veiled nuns, meek violets. 
Sighing to that warm w^orld from which they screen i 
And golden daffodils, pluckM for May's Queen ; 
And lonely harebells, quaking on the heath ; 
And Hyacinth, long since a fair youth seen, 
Whose tuneful voice, turn'd fragrance in his breathy 
Kiss'd by sad Zephyr, guilty of his death. 



" The widowM primrose weeping to the moon. 
And saffron crocus in whose chalice bright 
A cool libation hoarded for the noon 
Is kept — and she that purifies the light, 
The virgin lily, faithful to her white. 
Whereon Eve wept in Eden for her shame ; 
And the most dainty rose, Aurora's spright. 
Our every godchild, by whatever name — 
Spare us our lives, for we did nurse the same ! '^ 



Then that old Mower stamp'd his heel, and struck 
His hurtful scythe against the harmless ground, 
Saying, ** Ye foolish imps, when am 1 stuck 
With gaudy buds, or like a wooer crown'd 
With flow'ry chaplets, save when they are found 
Withered ? — Whenever have I pluck'd a rose. 
Except to scatter its vain leaves around ? 
For so all gloss of beauty I oppose. 
And bring decay on every liow'r that blows. 
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" Or when am I so wroth as when I view 

The wanton pride of Summer ;-— how she decks 

The birth-day world with blossoms ever new. 

As if Time had not lived, and heap'd great wrecks 

Of years on years ?— O then I bravely vex 

And catch the gay Months in their gaudy plight, 

And slay them with the wreaths about their necks, 

Like foolish heifers in the holy rite. 

And raise great trophies to my ancient might," 



Then saith another, " We are kindly things, 
And like her offspring nestle with the dove,-— 
Witness these hearts embroider'd on our wings, 
To show our constant patronage of love :-— 
We sit at even, in sweet bow'rs above 
Lovers, and shake rich odors on the air^ 
To mingle with their sighs ; and still remove 
The startling owl, and bid the bat forbear 
Their privacy, and haunt some other wherco 



" And we are near the mother when she sits 
Beside the infant in its wicker bed ; 
And we are in the fairy scene that flits 
Across its tender brain : sweet dreams we shed, 
And whilst the tender little soul is fled 
Away, to sport with our young elves, the while 
We touch the dimpled cheek with roses red, 
And tickle the soft lips until they smile. 
So that their careful parents they beguile» 
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" O then, if ever thou hast breath'd a vow 
At Love's dear portal, or at pale moon-rise 
Crushed the dear curl on a regardful brow 
That did not frown thee from thy honey prize— 
If ever thy sweet son sat on thy thighs. 
And wooed thee from thy careful thoughts within 
To watch the harmless beauty of his eyes, 
Or glad thy fingers on his smooth soft skin, 
For Love's dear sake, let us thy pity win !" 



Then Saturn fiercely thus :— " What joy have I 
In tender babes, that have devoured mine own, 
Whenever to the light I heard them cry, 
Till foolish Rhea cheated me with stone ? 
Whereon, till now, is my great hunger shownj 
In monstrous dints of my enormous tooth i 
And,— but the peopled world is too full grown 
For hunger's edge,— I would consume all youth 
At one great meal, without delay or ruth I 



« For I am well nigh craz'd and wild to hear 
How boastful fathers taunt me with their breed. 
Saying, We shall not die nor disappear, 
But in these other selves, ourselves succeed, 
Ev'n as ripe flowers pass into their seed 
Only to be renew'd from prime to prime, 
All of which boastings I am forced to read. 
Besides a thousand challenges to Time 
Which bragging lovers have compil'd in rhyme^ 
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** Wherefore, when they are sweetly met o' nights^ 
There will I steal, and with my hurried hand 
Startle them suddenly from their delights 
Before the next encounter hath been plann'dj 
Ravishing hours in little minutes spann'd ; 
But when they say farewell, and grieve apart, 
Then like a leaden statue I will stand, 
Meanwhile their many tears encrust my dart, 
And with a ragged edge cut heart from hearts" 



Then next a merry Woodsman, clad in green, 
Stept vanward from his mates, that idly stood 
Each at his proper ease, as they had been 
Nursed in the liberty of old Sherwood, 
And wore the livery of Robin Hood, 
Who wont in forest shades to dine and sup,— 
So came this chief right frankly, and made good 
His haunch against his axe, and thus spoke up, 
Doffing his cap, which was an acorn's cup :— 



" We be small foresters and gay, who tend 
On trees, and all their furniture of green, 
Training the young boughs airily to bend, 
And show blue snatches of the sky between | 
Or knit more close intricacies, to screen 
Birds' crafty dwellings as may hide them best. 
But most the timid blackbird's — she, that seen. 
Will bear black poisonous berries to her nest. 
Lest man should cage the darlings of her breast. 
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" We bend each tree in proper attitudej 
And founting willows train in silvery falls ; 
We frame all shady roofs and arches rude. 
And verdant aisles leading to Dryadi' halls^ 
Or deep recesses where the Echo calls ;— 
We shape all plumy trees against the sky^ 
And carve tall elms' Corinthian capitals,-— 
When sometimes, as our tiny hatchets ply^ 
Men say, the tapping woodpecker is nighc 



" Sometimes we scoop the squirrePs hollow cell^ 

And sometimes carve quaint letters on trees' rind^ 

That haply some lone musing wight may spell 

Dainty Aminta,— Gentle Rosalind,—- 

Or chastest Laura, — sweetly call'd to mind 

In sylvan solitudes, ere he lies down 3— 

And sometimes we enrich grey stems, with twined 

And vagrant ivy,-— or rich moss, whose brown 

Burns into gold as the warm sun goes dowUc 



" And, lastly, for mirth's sake and Christmas oheerj 
We bear the seedling berries, for increase. 
To graft the Druid oaks, from year to year, 
Carefulthat mistletoe may never cease ;— 
Wherefore, if thou dost prize the shady peace 
Of sombre forests, or to see light break 
Through sylvan cloisters, and in spring release 
Thy spirit amongst leaves from careful ake, 
Spare us our lives for the Green Dryad's sdkoJ^ 
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Then Saturn, with a frown :— " Go forth, ard fell 

Oak for your coffins, and thenceforth lay by 

Your axes for the rust, and bid farewell 

To all sweet birds, and the blue peeps of sky 

Through tangled branches, for ye shall not spy 

The next green generation of the tree ^ 

But hence with the dead leaves, whene'er they fly,- 

Which in the bleak air I would rather see, 

Than flights of the most tuneful birds that be., 



«* For I dislike all prime, and verdant pets, 

Ivy except, that on the aged wall 

Preys with its worm-like roots, and daily frets 

The crumbled tower it seems to league withal, 

King-like, worn down by its own coronal :— 

Neither in forest haunts love I to won. 

Before the golden plumage 'gins to fall, 

And leaves the brown bleak limbs with few leaves on, 

Or bare— like Nature in her skeleton. 



" For then sit I amongst the crooked boughs, 
Wooing dull Memory with kindred sighs ; 
And there in rustling nuptials we espouse, 
Smit by the sadness in each other's eyes ;-— 
But Hope must have green bowers and blue skies, 
And must be courted v\^ith the gauds of spring ; 
Whilst Youth leans god4ike on her lap, and cries^ 
What shall we always do, but love and sing?— 
And Time is reckoned a discarded thingo'^ 



Hosted by 



Google 



THE PLEA OF THE MIDSUMMER FAIRIES, 59 



Here in my dream it made me fret to see 
How Puck, the anticj all this dreary while 
Had blithely jested with calamity, 
With mistim'd mirth mocking the doleful style 
Of his sad comrades, till it raised my bile 
To see him so reflect their grief aside, 
Turning their solemn looks to half a smile- 
Like a straight stick shown crooked in the tide ; 
But soon a novel advocate I spied. 



Quoth he-—** We teach all natures to fulfil 
Their fore-appointed crafts, and instincts meet,- 
The bee's sweet alchemy, — the spider's skill,-— 
The pismire's care to garner up his wheat,— 
And rustic masonry to swallows fleet,-— 
The lapwing's cunning to preserve her nest,™ 
But most, that lesser pelican, the sweet 
And shrilly ruddock, with its bleeding breast, 
Its tender pity of poor babes distrest. 



** Sometimes we cast our shapes, and in sleek skins 
Delve with the timid mole, that aptly delves 
From our example ; so the spider spins, 
And eke the silk-worm, pattern'd by ourselves t 
Sometimes we travail on the summer shelves 
Of early bees, and busy toils commence, 
Watch'd of wise men, that know not we are elves^ 
But gaze and marvel at our stretch of sense. 
And praise our human-like intelligencBe 
4* 
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" Wherefore, by thy delight in that old tale^ 
And plaintive dirges the late robins sing, 
What time the leaves are scatter 'd by the gaie^ 
Mindful of that old forest burying ; — • 
As thou dost love to vi^atch each tiny thing, 
For whom our craft most curiously contrives. 
If thou hast caught a bee upon the wing. 
To take his honey-bag,-— spare us our lives. 
And we will pay the ransom in full hives.'^ 



" Now by my glass," quoth Time, " ye do offend 
In teaching the brown bees that careful lore, 
And frugal ants, whose millions would have end^ 
But they lay up for need a timely store. 
And travail with the seasons evermore ; 
Whereas Great Mammoth long hath passM away^ 
And none but I can tell what hide he wore ; 
Whilst purblind men, the creatures of a day. 
In riddling wonder his great bones survey," 



Then came an elf, right beauteous to behold, 
Whose coat was like a brooklet that the sun 
Hath all embroider'd with its crooked gold. 
It was so quaintly wrought, and overrun 
With spangled traceries,— ^most meet for one 
That was a warden of the pearly streams j—- 
And as he stept out of the shadows dun. 
His jewels sparkled in the pale moon's gleamSj 
And shot into the air their pointed beams. 
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Quoth he,—" We bear the gold and silver keys 

Of bubbling springs and fountains, that below 

Course thro' the veiny earth,— which when they freeze 

Into hard chrysolites, we bid to flow, 

Creeping like subtle snakes, when, as they go. 

We guide their windings to melodious falls, 

At whose soft murmurings, so sweet and low, 

Poets have tun'd their smoothest madrigals, 

To sing to ladies in their banquet halls. 



^* And when the hot sun with his steadfast heat 
Parches the river god, — whose dusty urn 
Drips miserly, till soon his crystal feet 
Against his pebbly floor wax faint and burn, 
And languid fish, unpois'd, grow sick and yearn,- 
Then scoop we hollows in some sandy nook, 
And little channels dig, wherein we turn 
The thread. worn rivulet, that all forsook 
The Naiad-lily, pining for her brook. 



" Wherefore, by thy delight in cool green meads^ 

With living sapphires daintily inlaid,— 

In all soft songs of waters and their reeds,-— 

And all reflections in a streamlet made, 

Haply of thy own love, that, disarray'dj 

Kills the fair lily with a livelier white,— 

By silver trouts upspringing from green shade. 

And winking stars reduplicate at night, 

Spare us, poor ministers to such delights" 
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Howbeit his pleading and his gentle looks 

Mov'd not the spiteful Shade : — -Quoth he, "Your taste 

Shoots wide of mine, for I despise the brooks 

And slavish rivulets that run to waste 

In noontide sweats, or, like poor vassals, haste 

To swell the vast dominion of the sea, 

In whose great presence I am held disgrac'd, 

And neighbored with a king that rivals me 

In ancient might and hoary majesty e 



" Whereas I ruFd in Chaos, and still keep 
The awful secrets of that ancient dearth, 
Before the briny fountains of the deep 
Brimm'd up the hollow cavities of earth ;— 
I saw each trickling Sea- God at his birth, 
Each pearly Naiad with her. oozy locks. 
And infant Titans of enormous girth. 
Whose huge young feet yet stumbled on the rocks^ 
Stunning the early world with frequent shockSc 



<"' Where now is Titan, with his cumbrous brood, 

That scar'd the world ?— By this sharp scythe they fell, 

And half the sky was curdled with their blood : 

So have all primal giants sigh'd farewell. 

No Wardens now by sedgy fountains dwell, 

Nor pearly Naiads. All their days are done 

That strove with Time, untimely, to excel ; 

Wherefore I raz'd their progenies, and none 

But my great shadow intercepts the sun P* 
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Then saith the timid Fay—" Oh^ mighty Time ! 
Well hast thou wrought the cruel Titans' fall. 
For they were stain'd with many a bloody crime : 
Great giants work great wrongs, — but we are small 
For love goes lowly ; but Oppression's tall, 
And with surpassing strides goes foremost still 
Where love indeed can hardly reach at all ; 
Like a poor dwarf o'erburthen'd with good will, 
That labors to efface the tracks of ill.-— 



" Man even strives with Man, but we eschew 
The guilty feud, and all fierce strifes abhor ; 
Nay, we are gentle as sweet heaven's dew. 
Beside the red and horrid drops of" war. 
Weeping the cruel hates men battle for. 
Which worldly bosoms nourish in our spite ; 
For in the gentle breast we ne'er withdraw. 
But only when all love hath taken flight. 
And youth's warm gracious heart is harden'd quite. 



" So are our gentle natures intertwin'd 
With sweet humanities, and closely, knit 
In kindly sympathy with human kind. 
Witness how we befriend, with elfin wit, 
All hopeless maids and lovers,— nor omit 
Magical succors unto hearts forlorn :— 
We charm man's life, and do not perish it ;— 
So judge us by the helps we show'd this morn. 
To one who held his wretched days in scorn. 
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" 'Twas nigh sweet Amwell ;— for the Queen had task'd 

Our skill to-day amidst the silver Lea, 

"Whereon the noontide sun had not yet baskM ; 

Wherefore some patient man we thought to seoj 

Planted in moss-grown rushes to the knee. 

Beside the cloudy margin cold and dim ;— - 

Howbeit no patient fisherman was he 

That cast his sudden shadow from the brim, 

Making us leave our toils to gaze on him. 



" His face was ashy pale, and leaden care 
Had sunk the levell'd arches of his brow, 
Once bridges for his joyous thoughts to fare 
Over those melancholy springs and slow, 
That from his piteous eyes began to flow, 
And fell anon into the chilly stream ; 
Which, as his mimick'd image show'd below, 
Wrinkled his face with many a needless seam, 
Making grief sadder in its own esteem. 



" And lo ! upon the air we saw him stretch 
His passionate arms ; and, in a wayward strain^ 
He 'gan to elegize that fellow wretch 
That with mute gestures answer'd him again, 
Saying, ' Poor slave, how long wilt thou remain 
Life's sad weak captive in a prison strong, 
Hoping with tears to rust away. thy chain, 
In bitter servitude to worldly wrong ?— 
Thou wear'st that mortal livery too long V 
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^* This, with more spleenful speeches and some tears, 

When he had spent upon the imaged wavOj 
Speedily I conven'd my elfin peers 
Under the lily-cups, that we might save 
This woful mortal from a wilful grave 
By shrewd diversions of his mind's regret. 
Seeing he was mere melancholy's slave. 
That sank wherever a dark cloud he met. 
And straight was tangled in her secret net. 



«< Therefore, as still he watch'd the water's flow. 
Daintily we transform 'd, and with bright fins 
Came glancing through the gloom ; some from below 
Rose like dim fancies when a dream begins, 
Snatching the light upon their purple skins ; 
Then under the broad leaves made slow retire 
One like a golden galley bravely wins 
Its radiant course,— another glows like fire,— 
Making that wayward man our pranks admire. 



" And so he banish'd thought, and quite forgot 

All contemplation of that wretched face ; 

And so we wil'd him from that lonely spot 

Along the river's brink : till, by heaven's grace, 

He met a gentle haunter of the place, 

Full of sweet wisdom gather'd from the brooks, 

Who there discuss'd his melancholy case 

With wholesome texts leam'd from kind nature's books, 

Meanwhile he newly trimm'd his lines and hookso" 
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Herewith the Fairy ceasedo Quoth Ariel now-= 
*^* Let me remember how I savM a man^ 
Whose fatal noose was fasten'd on a boughj 
Intended to abridge his sad life's span ; 
For haply I was by when he began 
His stern soliloquy in life's dispraise^ 
And overheard his melancholy plan^ 
How he had made a vow to end his daySj 
And therefore follow 'd him in all his waysj 



*' Through brake and tangled copse, for much he loathed 

All populous hauntSj and roam'd in forests rude^ 

To hide himself from man. But I had cloth' d 

My delicate limbs with plumes, and still pursued^ 

Where only foxes and wild cats intrude, 

Till we were come beside an ancient tree 

Late blasted by a storm. Here he renewed 

His loud complaints, — -choosing that spot to be 

The scene of his last horrid tragedy » 



" It was a wild and melancholy glen. 
Made gloomy by tall firs and cypress dark. 
Whose roots, like any bones of buried men, 
Push'd through the rotten sod for fear's remark 5 
A hundred horrid stems, jagged and stark. 
Wrestled with crooked arms in hideous fray, 
Besides sleek ashes with their dappled bark, 
Like crafty serpents climbing for a prey, 
With many blasted oaks moss-grown and grey^ 
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" But here upon his final desperate clause 
Suddenly I pronouncM so sweet a strain. 
Like a pang'd nightingale, it made him pause. 
Till half the frenzy of his grief was slain. 
The sad remainder oozing from his brain 
In timely ecstasies of healing tears, 
Which through his ardent eyes began to drain |~ 
Meanwhile the deadly Fates unclos'd their shears : 
So pity me and all my fated peers ! '^ 



Thus Ariel ended, and was some time hush'd : 

When with the hoary shape a fresh tongue pleads. 

And red as rose the gentle Fairy blush'd 

To read the record of her own good deeds :— 

" It chancM," quoth she, " in seeking through the meads 

For honied cowslips, sweetest in the morn, 

Whilst yet the buds were hung with dewy beads, 

And Echo answer'd to the huntsman's horn, 

We found a babe left in the swarths forlorn. 



" A little, sorrowful, deserted thing. 
Begot of love, and yet no love begetting ; 
Guiltless of shame, and yet for shame to wring | 
And too soon banished from a mother's petting. 
To churlish nurture and the wide world's fretting^ 
For alien pity and unnatural care ;— 
Alas ! to see how the cold dew kept wetting 
His childish coats, and dabbled all his hair^ 
Like gossamers across his forehead fair« 
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" His pretty pouting mouth, witless of speech, 
Lay half way open like a rose-lipp'd shell ; 
And his young cheek was softer than a peach, 
Whereon his tears, for roundness, could not dwell? 
But quickly roll'd themselves to pearls, and fell, 
Some on the grass, and some against his hand, 
Or haply wander'd to the dimpled well. 
Which love beside his mouth had sweetly plann'd, 
Yet not for tears, but mirth and smilings bland. 



" Pity it was to see those frequent tears 
Falling regardless from his friendless eyes ; 
There was such beauty in those twin blue spheres, 
As '.any mother's heart might leap to prize ; 
Blue were they, like the zenith of the skies 
Soften'd betwixt two clouds, both clear and mild |— 
Just touch'd with thought, and yet not over wise, 
They showed the gentle spirit of a child, 
Not yet by care or any craft defil'd. 



" Pity it was to see the ardent sun 
Scorching his helpless limbs— it shone so warm ; 
For kindly shade or shelter he had none, 
Nor mother's gentle breast, come fair or storm. 
Meanwhile I bade my pitying mates transform 
Like grasshoppers, and then, with shrilly cries, 
All round the infant noisily we swarm, 
Haply some passing rustic to advise™ 
Whilst providential Heav'n our care espies. 
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" And sends full soon a tender-hearted hind, 
Who, wond'ring at our loud unusual note, 
Strays curiously aside, and so doth find 
The orplian child laid in the grass remote. 
And laps the foundling in his russet coat, 
Who thence was nurtur'd in his kindly cot s— « 
But how he prosper'd let proud London quote, 
How wise, how rich, and how renowned he got, 
And chief of all her citizens, I wot. 



" Witness his goodly vessels on the Thames, 
Whose holds were fraught with costly merchandize,- 
Jewels from Ind, and pearls for courtly dames, 
And gorgeous silks that Samarcand supplies ; 
Witness that Royal Bourse he bade arise. 
The mart of merchants from the East and West | 
Whose slender summit, pointing to the skies, 
Still bears, in token of his grateful breast, 
The tender grasshopper, his chosen crest— 



" The tender grasshopper, his chosen crest, 

That all the summer, with a tuneful wing, 

Makes merry chirpings in its grassy nest. 

Inspirited with dew to leap and sing s— 

So let us also live, eternal King ! 

Partakers of the green and pleasant earth :— 

Pity it is to slay the meanest thing, 

That, like a mote, shines in the smile of mirth ; 

Enough tnere is of joy's decrease and dearth ! 
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^ Enough of pleasure, and delight, and beauty^ 
Perish'd and gone, and hasting to decay ;— 
Enough to sadden even thee, whose duty . 
Or spite it is to havoc and to slay : 
Too many a lovely race raz'd quite away. 
Hath left large gaps in life and human loving s-— 
Here then begin thy cruel war to stay, 
And spare fresh sighs, and tears, and groans, reproving 
Thy desolating hand for our removing,'^ 



Now here I heard a shrill and sudden cry, 

And, looking up, I saw the antic Puck 

Grappling with Time, who clutch'd him like a flyj 

Victim of his own sport,— -the jester's luck I 

He, whilst his fellows griev'd, poor wight, had stuck 

His freakish gauds upon the Ancient's brow. 

And now his ear, and now his beard, would pluck ; 

Whereas the angry churl had snatch'd him now, 

Crying, " Thou impish mischief, who art thou ?" 



" Alas I" quoth Puck, " a little random elf, 
Born in the sport of nature, like a weed, 
For simple sweet enjoyment of myself, 
But for no other purpose, worth, or need ; 
And yet withal of a most happy breed ;-— 
And there is Robin Goodfellow besides, 
My partner dear in many a prankish deed 
To make dame Laughter hold her joI]y sides^ 
Like merry mummers twain on holy tideso 
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" 'Tis we that bob the angler's idle cork. 

Till e'en the patient man breathes half a curse | 

We steal the morsel from the gossip's fork, 

And curdling looks with secret straws disperse. 

Or stop the sneezing chanter at mid verse i 

And when an infsint's beauty prospers ill. 

We change, some mothers say, the child at nurse | 

But any graver purpose to fulfil, 

We have not wit enough, and scarce the wiiL 



" We never let the canker melancholy 

To gather on our faces like a rust, 

But gloss our features with some change of folly^ 

Taking life's fabled miseries on trust. 

But only sorrowing when sorrow must : 

We ruminate no sage's solemn cud, 

But own ourselves a pinch of lively dust 

To frisk upon a wind,— whereas the flood 

Of tears would turn us into heavy mud. 



" Beshrew those sad interpreters of nature, 

Who gloze her lively universal law, 

As if she had not form'd our cheerful feature 

To be so tickled with the slightest straw ! 

So let them vex their mumping mouths, and draw 

The corners downward, like a wat'ry mooUj 

And deal in gusty sighs and rainy flaw— - 

We will not woo foul weather all too soon. 

Or nurse November on the lap of June« 
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" For ours are winging sprites, like any bird^ 
That shun all stagnant settlements of grief; 
sxiid even in our rest our hearts are stirr'dj 
Like insects settled on a dancing leaf j— - 
This is our small philosophy in brief, 
Which thus to teach hath set me all agape % 
But dost thou relish it ? O hoary chief! 
Unclasp thy crooked fingers from my nape, 
And I will show thee many a pleasant scrape. ^^ 



Then Saturn thus '.—-shaking his crooked blade 
Overhead, which made aloft a lightning flash 
In all the fairies' eyes, dismally fray'd ! 
His ensuing voice came like the thunder crash- 
Meanwhile the bolt shatters some pine or ash— 
" Thou feeble, wanton, foolish, fickle thing ! 
Whom naught can frighten, sadden, or abash,— 
To hope my solemn countenance to wring 
To idiot smiles !— but I will prune thy wing I 



" Lo ! this most awful handle of my scythe 
Stood once a May-pole, with a flowery crown, 
Which rustics danc'd around, and maidens blithe^ 
To wanton pipings : — but I pluck'd it down, 
And robed the May Queen in a churchyard gow^i^ 
Turning her buds to rosemary and rue ; 
And all their merry minstrelsy did drown. 
And laid each lusty leaper in the dew ;— 
So thou shalt fare—and every jovial crew ! '^ 
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Here he lets go the struggling imp, to clutch 
His mortal engine with each grisly hand, 
Which frights the elfin progeny so much. 
They huddle in a heap, and trembling stand 
All round Titania, like the queen bee's band, 
With sighs and tears and very shrieks of woe !- 
Meanwhile, some moving argument I plann'd, 
To make the stern Shade merciful, — when lo I 
He drops his fatal scythe without a blow ! 



For, just at need, a timely Apparition 

Steps in between, to bear the awful brunt ; 

Making him change his horrible position, 

To marvel at this comer, brave and blunt, 

That dares Time's irresistible affront, 

Whose strokes have scarr'd even the gods of old ;- 

Whereas this seem'd a mortal, at mere hunt 

For coneys, lighted by the moonshine cold, 

Or stalker of stray deer, stealthy and bold. 



Who, turning to the small assembled fays, 
Doffs to the lily queen his courteous cap, 
And holds her beauty for a while in gaze, 
With bright eyes kindling at this pleasant hap ; 
And thence upon the fair moon's silver map. 
As if in question of this magic chance. 
Laid like a dream upon the green earth's lap ; 
And then upon old Saturn turns askance, 
Exclaiming, with a glad and kindly glance :— 
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" Oh, these be Fancy's revellers by night 
Stealthy companions of the downy moth— 
Diana's motes, that flit in her pale light, 
Shunners of sunbeams in diurnal sloth ;— 
These be the feasters on night's silver cloth,— 
The gnat with shrilly trump is their convener, 
Forth from their flowery chambers, nothing loth^ 
With lulling tunes to charm the air serener, 
Or dance upon the grass to make it greenero 



" These be the pretty genii of the flowers. 
Daintily fed with honey and pure dew- 
Midsummer's phantoms in her dreaming hours^ 
King Oberon, and all his merry crew. 
The darling puppets of romance's view ; 
Fairies, and sprites, and goblin elves we call thenij 
Famous for patronage of lovers true ; — 
No harm they act, neither shall harm befall them, 
So do not thus with crabbed frowns appal them/' 



O what a cry was Saturn's then ! — it made 

The fairies quake. " What care I for their pranks, 

However they may lovers choose to aid, 

Or dance their roundelays on flow'ry banks ?— 

Long must they dance before they earn my thanks>~ 

So step aside, to some far safer spot. 

Whilst with my hungry scythe I mow their ranks, 

And leave them in the sun, like weeds, to rot^ 

And with the next day's sun to be forgot." 
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Anonj he raised afresh his weapon keen ; 
But still the gracious Shade disarmed his aim, 
Stepping with brave alacrity betweer, 
And made his sere arm powerless and tame. 
His be perpetual glory, for the shame 
Of hoary Saturn in that grand defeat !-— 
But I must tellj how here Titania came 
With all her kneeling lieges, to entreat , 
His kindly succorj in sad tones, but sweetc 



Saying, ^' Thou seest a wretched queen before theej 

The fading power of a failing land. 

Who for her kingdom kneeleth to implore thee, 

Now menac'd by this tyrant's spoiling hand ; 

No one but thee can hopefully withstand 

That crooked blade, he longeth so to lift. 

[ pray thee blind him with his own vile sand. 

Which only times all ruins by its drift. 

Or prune his eagle wings that are so swifto 



-* Or take him by that sole and grizzled tuftj 
That hangs upon his bald and barren crown ; 
And we will sing to see him so rebufFM, 
And lend our little mights to pull him down, 
And make brave sport of his malicious frown^ 
For all his boastful mockery o'er men. 
For thou wast born I know for this renown, 
By my most magical and inward ken, 
That readeth ev'n at Fate's forestalling pen. 
5 
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" Nay, by the golden lustre of thine eye, 
And by thy brow's most fair and ample span, 
Thought's glorious palace, fram'd for fancies higli, 
And by thy cheek thus passionately wan, 
I know the signs of an immortal man,— ^ 
Nature's chief darling, and illustrious mate^ 
Destin'd to foil old Death's oblivious plan. 
And shine untarnish'd by the fogs of Fate^ 
Time's famous rival till the final date ! 



' O shield us then from this usurping Time, 
And we will visit thee in moonlight dreams ; 
And teach thee tunes, to vv^ed unto thy rhyme^ 
And dance about thee in all midnight gleams-^ 
Giving thee glimpses of our magic schemes. 
Such as no mortal's eye hath ever seen ; 
And, for thy love to us in our extremes, 
Will ever keep thy chaplet fresh and green, 
Such as no poet's wreath hath ever been ! 



" And we'll distil thee aromatic dews, 

To charm thy sense, when there shall be no flowVs; 

And fiavor'd syrops in thy drinks infuse, 

And teach the nightingale to haunt thy bow'rs. 

And with our games divert thy weariest hours, 

AVith all that elfin wits can e'er devise. 

And, this churl dead, there'll be no hasting hours 

To rob thee of thy joys, as now joy flies :" — ■ 

Here she was stopp'd by Saturn's furious cries. 
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Whom, therefore, the kind Shade rebukes anew^ 
Saying, " Thou haggard Sin, go forth, and scoop 
Thy hollow coffin in some churchyard yew, 
Or make th' autumnal fiow'rs turn pale, and droop | 
Or fell the bearded corn, till gleaners stoop 
Under fat sheaves,— or blast the piny grove ;— 
But here thou shalt not harm this pretty groupe, 
Whose lives are not so frail and feebly wove, 
But leas'd on Nature's loveliness and love. 



"'Tis these that free the small entangled fly. 
Caught in the venom'd spider's crafty snare ;- 
These be the petty surgeons that apply 
The healing balsams to the wounded hare. 
Bedded in bloody fern, no creature's care !— - 
These be providers for the orphan brood, 
Whose tender mother hath been slain in air, 
Quitting with gaping bill her darling's food, 
Flard by the verge of her domestic wood. 



" 'Tis these befriend the timid trembling stagj 
When, with a bursting heart beset with fears, 
lie feels his saving speed begin to flag ; 
For then they quench the fatal taint with tear% 
And prompt fresh shifts in his alarum'd ears, 
So piteously they view all bloody morts ; 
Or if the gunner, with his arm, appears, 
Like noisy pyes and jays, with harsh reports, 
They warn the wild fowl of his deadly sports. 
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" For these are kindly ministers of nature. 
To soothe all covert hurts and dumb distress ; 
Pretty they be, and very small of stature,— 
For mercy still consorts with littleness ;— 
Wherefore the sum of good is still the less, 
And mischief grossest in this world of wrong ;°= 
So do these charitable dwarfs redress 
The tenfold ravages of giants strong, 
To whom great malice and great might belongs 



«* Likewise to them are Poets much beholden 
For secret favors in the midnight glooms ; 
Brave Spenser quafF'd out of their goblets golden. 
And saw their tables spread of prompt mushrooms, 
And heard their horns of honeysuckle blooms 
Sounding upon the air most soothing soft, 
Like humming bees busy about the brooms,— 
And glanc'd this fair queen's witchery full oft, 
And in her magic wain soar'd far aloft. 



" Nay I myself, though mortal, once was nurs'd 

By fairy gossips, friendly at my birth. 

And in my childish ear glib Mab rehearsed 

Her breezy travels round our planet's girth, 

Telling me wonders of the moon and earth ; 

My gramarye at her grave lap I conn'd, 

Where Puck hath been conven'd to make me mirth | 

I have had from Queen Titania tokens fond, 

And toy'd with Oberon's permitted wand. 
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" With figs and plums and Persian dates they fed me. 
And delicate cates after my sunset meal. 
And took me by my childish hand, and led me 
By craggy rocks crested with keeps of steel, 
Whose awful bases deep dark woods conceal, 
Staining some dead lake with their verdant dyes i 
And when the West sparkled at Phoebus' wheel. 
With fairy euphrasy they purg'd mine eyes, 
To let me see their cities in the skies. 



" 'Twas they first schooPd my young imagination 

To take its flights like any new-fledg'd bird, 

And showM the span of winged meditation 

Stretch'd wider than things grossly seen or heard 

With sweet swift Ariel how I soar'd and stirr'd 

The fragrant blooms of spiritual bow'rs ! 

'Twas they endear'd what I have still preferr'd, 

Nature's blest attributes and balmy pow'rs, 

Her hills and vales and brooks, sweet birds and flow'rs ! 



" Wherefore with all true loyalty and duty 

Will I regard them in my honoring rhyme, 

With love for love, and homages to beauty, 

And magic thoughts gather'd in night's cool clime. 

With studious verse trancing the dragon Time, 

Strong as old Merlin's necromantic spells | 

So these dearmonarchs of the summer's prime 

Shall live unstartled by his dreadful yells. 

Till shrill larks warn them to their fiowery cells.'* 



Hosted by Google 



78 HOOD'S POEMS. 



Look how a poison'd man turns livid black, 
Drugg'd with a cup of deadly helleboroj 
That sets his horrid features all at rack,— 
So st..m'd these words into the ear to pour 
Of ghastly Saturn, answering with a roar 
Of mortal pain and spite and utmost rage, 
Wherewith his grisly arm he rais'd once morej 
And bade the cluster'd sinews all engage, 
As if at one fell stroke to wreck an age. 



Whereas the blade flash'd on the dinted ground, 
Down through his steadfast foe, yet made no seal' 
On that immortal Shade, or death-like wound ; 
But Time was long benumb'd, and stood ajar 
And then with baffled rage took flight afar, 
To weep his hurt in some Cimmerian gloom, 
Or meaner fames (like mine) to mock and mar, 
Or sharp his scythe for royal strokes of doom, 
Whetting its edge on some old Caesar's tomb. 



Howbeit he vanished in the forest shade, 
Distantly heard as if some grumbling pard, 
And, like Narcissus, to a sound decay'd ; — 
Meanwhile the fays cluster'd the gracious Bard, 
The darling centre of their dear regard : 
Besides of sundry dances on the green, 
Never was mortal man so brightly starr'd, 
Or won such pretty homages, I ween. 
" Nod to him, Elves ! " cries the melodious queen. 
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" Nod to him, Elves, and flutter round about him, 
And quite enclose him with your pretty crowd, 
And touch him lovingly, for that, without him, 
The silk- worm now had spun our dreary shroud ;~ 
But he hath all dispers'd death's tearful cloud, 
And Time 's dread effigy scared quite away : 
Bow to him then, as though to me ye bow'd. 
And his dear wishes prosper and obey 
Wherever love and wit can find a way ! 



** 'Noint him with fairy dews of magic savors^ 
Shaken from orient buds still pearly wet, 
Roses and spicy pinks, — and, of all favors. 
Plant in his walks the purple violet, 
And meadow-sweet under the hedges set, 
To mingle breaths with dainty eglantine 
And honeysuckles sweet, — -nor yet forget 
Some pastoral flowery chaplets to entwine, 
To vie the thoughts about his brow benign ! 



" Let no wild things astonish him or fear him. 
But tell them all how mild he is of heart, 
Till e'en the timid hares go frankly near him, 
And eke the dappled does, yet never start ; 
Nor shall their fawns into the thickets dart, 
Nor wrens forsake their nests among the leaves^ 
Nor speckled thrushes flutter far apart ;— - 
But bid the sacred swallow haunt his eaves, 
To guard his roof from lightning and from thieves* 
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" Or when he goes the nimble squirrel's visitor. 
Let the brown hermit bring his hoarded nuts, 
For, tell him, this is Nature's kind Inquisitor,— 
Though man keeps cautious doors that conscience shuts, 
For conscious wrong all curious quest rebuts, — - 
Nor yet shall bees uncase their jealous stings, 
However he may watch their straw»built huts ; — 
So let him learn the crafts of all. small things, 
Which he will hint most aptly when he sings." 



Here she leaves off, and with a graceful hand 
Waves thrice three splendid circles round his head | 
Which, though deserted by the radiant wandj 
Wears still the glory which her waving shed, 
Such as erst crown'd the old Apostle's head, 
To show the thoughts there harbor'd were divine, 
And on immortal contemplations fed :— 
Goodly it was to see that glory shine 
Around a brow so lofty and benign ! 



Goodly it was to see the elfin brood 
Contend for kisses of his gentle hand, 
That had their mortal enemy withstood, 
And stay'd their lives, fast ebbing with the sand. 
Long while this strife engag'd the pretty band ; 
But now bold Chanticleer, from farm to farm, 
Chaileng'd the dawn creeping o'er eastern land. 
And well the fairies knew that shrill alarm. 
Which sounds the knell of every elfish charm. 
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And soon the rolling mist, that 'gan arise 
From plashy mead and undiscovered stream, 
Earth 's morning incense to the early skies, 
Crept o'er the failing landscape of my dream. 
Soon faded then the Phantom of my theme— » 
A shapeless shade, that fancy disavowed, 
And shrank to nothing in the mist extremco 
Then flew Titania,— and her little crowdj 
Like flocking linnets, vanished in a cloud. 
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TO 

S. To COLERIDGE, ESQo 

It is not with a hope my feeble praise 

Can add one moment's honor to thy owns, 

That with thy mighty name I grace these lays ', 

I seek to glorify myself alone : 

For that some precious favor thou hast showa 

To my endeavor in a by-gone time. 

And by this token, I would have it known 

Thou art my friend, and friendly to my rhyme I 

It is my dear ambition now to climb 

Still higher in thy thought,— -if my bold pen 

May thrust on contemplations more sublime.—" 

But I am thirsty for thy praise, for when 

We gain applauses from the great in name, 

We seem to be partakers of their fame. 
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Oh Bards of old ! what sorrows have ye sung. 
And tragic stories, chronicled in stone,— 
Sad Philomel restor'd her ravish'd tongue. 
And transformed Niobe in dumbness shown ; 
Sweet Sappho on her love for ever calls, 
And Hero on the drown'd Leander falls ! 



Was it that spectacles of sadder plights, 
Should make our blisses relish the more high ? 
Then all fair dames, and maidens, and true knights, 
Whose flourished fortunes prosper in Love's eycj 
Weep here, unto a tale of ancient grief, 
Trac'd from the course of an old bas-relief. 



There stands Abydos ! — here is Sestos' steep. 
Hard by the gusty margin of the sea. 
Where sprinkling waves continually do leap ; 
And that is where those famous lovers be, 
A builded gloom shot up into the grey, 
As if the first tall watch-tow^r of the day* 
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Lo ! how the lark soars upward and is gone | 
Turning a spirit as he nears the sky, 
His voice is heard, though body there is none^ 
And rain-like music scatters from on high ; 
But Love would follow with a falcon spite, 
To pluck the minstrel from his dewy heighte 



For Love hath fram'd a ditty of regrets, 
Tun'd to the hollow sobbings on the shore, 
A vexing sense, that with like music frets, 
And chimes this dismal burthen o'er and o'er, 
Saying, Leander's joys are past and spent, 
Like stars extinguish'd in the firmament. 



For ere the golden crevices of morn 

Let in those regal luxuries of light, 

Which all the variable east adorn. 

And hang rich fringes on the skirts of night, 

Leander, weaning from sweet Hero's side, 

Must leave a widow where he found a bride. 



Hark ! how the billows beat upon the sand ! 
Like pawing steeds impatient of delay ; 
Meanwhile their rider, ling'ring on the land, 
Dallies with love, and holds farewell at bay 
A too short span.^ — How tedious slow is grief! 
But parting renders time both sad and brief. 
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^* Alas (he sighM), that this first glimpsing lights 
Which makes the wide world tenderly appear, 
Should be the burning signal for my flight. 
From all the world's best image, which is here | 
Whose very shadow, in my fond compare, 
Shines far more bright than Beauty's self eisewhere," 



Their cheeks are white as blossoms of the dark. 
Whose leaves close up and show the outward pale, 
And those fair mirrors where their joys did sparkj 
All dim and tarnish'd with a dreary veil, 
No more to kindle till the night's return. 
Like stars replenish'd at Joy's golden urn. 



Ev'n thus they creep into the spectral grey, 
That cramps the landscape in its narrow brim, 
As when two shadows by old Lethe stray, 
He clasping her, and she entwining him | 
Like trees wind-parted that embrace anon. 
True love so often goes before ^tis gonco 



For what rich merchant but will pause in fear, 
To trust his wealth to the unsafe abyss ? 
So Hero dotes upon her treasure here. 
And sums the loss with many an anxious kiss, 
Whilst her fond eyes grow dizzy in her head, 
Fear aggravating fear with shows of dread. 
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She thinks how many have been sunk and drown'd^ 
And spies their snow-white bones below the deep. 
Then calls huge congregated monsters round. 
And plants a rock wherever he would leap ; 
Anon she dwells on a fantastic dream, 
Which she interprets of that fatal stream.. 



Saying, " That honeyM fly 1 saw was thee^ 
Which lighted on a water-lily's cup, 
When, lo ! the flow'r, enamor'd of my bee, 
Closed on him suddenly and lock'd him up. 
And he was smother'd in her drenching dew | 
Therefore this day thy drowning I shall ruGo*^ 



But next, remembering her virgin fame. 

She clips him in her arms and bids him go. 

But seeing him break loose, repents her shame 

And plucks him back upon her bosom's snow | 

And tears unfix her iced resolve again, 

As steadfast frosts are thaw'd by show'rs of ram» 



O for a type of parting !— Love to love 
Is like the fond attraction of two spheres, 
Which needs a godlike effort to remove, 
And then sink down their sunny atmospheres^ 
In rain and darkness on each ruin'd heart, 
Nor yet their melodies will sound apart. 
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So brave Leander sunders from his bride ; 

The wrenching pang disparts his soul in twain | 

Half stays with her, half goes towards the tide,— 

And life must ache, until they join again. 

Now would' st thou know the wideness of the wound, 

Mete every step he takes upon the ground. 



And for the agony and bosom-throe, 

Let it be measured by the wide vast air, 

For that is infinite, and so is woe, 

Since parted lovers breathe it everywherco 

Look how it heaves Leander's laboring chest. 

Panting, at poise, upon a rocky crest ! 



From which he leaps into the scooping brine, 
That shocks his bosom with a double chill ; 
Because, all hours, till the slow sun's decline. 
That cold divorcer will betwixt them still ; 
"Wherefore he likens it to Styx' foul tide. 
Where life grows death upon the other side« 



Then sadly he confronts his two-fold toil 
Against rude waves and an unwilling mind, 
Wishing, alas ! with the stout rower's toil. 
That like a rower he might gaze behind, 
And watch that lonely statue he hath left 
On her bleak summit, weeping and bereft! 
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Yet turning oft, he sees her troubled locks 
Pursue him still the farthest that they may ; 
Her marble arms that overstretch the rocks, 
And her pale passion'd hands that seem to pray 
In dumb petition to the gods above : 
Love prays devoutly when it prays for love ! 



Then with deep sighs he blows away the wave^ 
That hangs superfluous tears upon his cheek, 
And bans his labor like a hopeless slave. 
That, chain'd in hostile galley, faint and weak, 
Plies on despairing through the restless foam, 
Thoughtful of his lost love, and far-off home. 

XXII. 

The drowsy mist before him chill and dark^ 
Like a dull lethargy o'erleans the sea, 
Where he rows on against the utter blank. 
Steering as if to dim eternity,— 
Like Lovers frail ghost departing with the dawn | 
A failing shadow in the twilight drawn. 



And soon is gone,— or nothing but a faint 
And failing image in the eye of thought, 
That mocks his mode? with an after- paint, 
And stains an atom like the paint he sought ; 
Then with her earnest vows she hopes to fee. 
The old and hoary majesty of sea. 
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" O King of waves, and brother of high JovOj 
Preserve my sumless venture there afloat ; 
A woman's heart, and its whole wealth of lovej 
Are all embark'd upon that little boat ; 
Nay, but two loves, two lives, a double fate^ 
A perilous voyage. for so dear a freight. 



" If impious mariners be stain'd with crime^ 
Shake not in awful rage thy hoary locks ; 
Lay by thy ^ storms until another time, 
Lest my frail bark be dash'd against the rocks t 
O rather smoothe thy deeps, that he may fly 
Like Love himself, upon a seeming sky ! 

XXVI. 

" Let all thy herded monsters sleep beneath, 

Nor gore him with crook'd tusks, or wreathed horns | 

Let no fierce sharks destroy him with their teeth. 

Nor spine-fish wound him with their venom'd thorns | 

But if he faint, and timely succor lack, 

Let ruthful dolphins rest him on their backo 



" Let no false dimpling whirlpools suck him in, 
Nor slimy quicksands smother his sweet breath ; 
Let no jagg'd corals tear his tender skin, 
Nor mountain billows bury him in death ;"— > 
And with that thought forestalling her own fearSj 
She drown'd his painted image in her tears. 
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By this, the climbing sun, with rest repair'dj 
Look'd through the gold embrasures of the sky. 
And ask'd the drowsy world how she had far'd |-— » 
The drowsy world shone brighten'd in reply ; 
And smiling off her fogs, his slanting beam 
Spied young Leander in the middle stream. 



His face was pallid, but the hectic mom. 
Had hung a lying crimson on his cheeks, 
And slanderous sparkles in his eyes forlorn.; 
So death lies ambush'd in consumptive streaks | 
But inward grief was writhing o'er its task. 
As heart-sick jesters weep behind the masko 



He thought of Hero and the lost delight. 
Her last embracings, and the space between ; 
He thought of Hero and the future night. 
Her speechless rapture and enamored mien, 
When, lo ! before him, scarce two galleys' spaoe^ 
His thought 's confronted with another face ! 



Her aspect 's like a moon divinely fair. 
But makes the midnight darker that it lies on | 
.'Tis so beclouded with her coal-black hair 
That densely skirts her luminous horizon. 
Making her doubly fair, thus darkly setg 
As marble lies advantag'd upon jet. 
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She 's all too bright, too argent, and too pale. 

To be a woman ; — but a woman's double, 

Reflected on the wave so faint and frail, 

She tops the billows like an air-blown bubble | 

Or dim creation of a morning dream. 

Fair as the wave-bleach'd lily of the stream. 



The very rumor strikes his seeing dead : 
Great beauty like great fear first stuns the sense t 
He knows not if her lips be blue or red. 
Nor of her eyes can give true evidence : 
Like murder^s witness swooning in the courtj, 
His sight fails senseless by its own report. 



Anon resuming, it declares her eyes 
Are tinct with azure, like two crystal wells 
That drink the blue complexion of the skies. 
Or pearls outpeeping from their silvery shells i 
Her polish' d brow, it is an ample plain. 
To lodge vast contemplations of the main. 



Her lips might corals seem, but corals near, 
Stray through her hair like blossoms on a bower | 
And o'er the weaker red still domineer, 
And make it pale by tribute to more power ; 
Her rounded cheeks are of still pa^er hue, 
Touch'd by the bloom of water, tenaer blue^ 
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Thus he beholds her rocking an the water; 
Undei^the glossy umbrage of her hair, 
Like pearly Amphitrite's fairest daughter^ 
Naiad, or Nereid,— or Syren fair, 
Mislodging music in her pitiless breast^ 
A nightingale within a falcon^s nest. . 



They say there be such maidens in the deep^ 
Charming poor mariners, that all too near 
By mortar lullabies fall dead, asleep. 
As drowsy men are poison'd through the ear ; 
Therefore Leander's fears begin to urge, 
This snowy swan is come to sing his dirge. 



At which he falls into a deadly chill, 
And strains his eyes upon her lips apart ; 
Fearing each breath to feel that prelude shrill. 
Pierce through his marrow, like a breath-blown dart 
Shot sudden from an Indian's hollow cane, 
With mortal venom fraught, and fiery pain. 



Here then, poor wretch, how he begins to crowd 
A thousand thoughts within a pulse's space ; 
There seem'd so brief a pause of life allow'd, 
His mind stretch'd universal, to embrace 
The whole wide world, in an extreme farewell^--" 
A moment's musing— but an age to telL 
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For there stood Hero, widow 'd at a glance^ 
The foreseen sum of many a tedious fact, 
Pale cheeks, dim eyes, and wither'd countenance^) 
A wasted ruin that no wasting lackM ; 
Time's tragic consequents ere time began, 
A world of sorrow in a tear»drop's span. 



A moment's thinking is an hour in words.— 
An hour of words is little for some woes ; 
Too little breathing a long life affords, 
For love to paint itself by perfect shows ; 
Then let his love and grief unwrong'd lie dumb. 
Whilst Fear, and that it fears, together come. 



As when the crew, hard by some jutty cape, 
Struck pale and panick'd by the billows' roar^ 
Lay by all timely measures of escape. 
And let their bark go driving on the shore ; 
So fray'd Leander, drifting to his wreck. 
Gazing on Scylla, falls upon her neck. 



For he hath all forgot the swimmer's art, 
The rower's cunning, and the pilot's skill, 
Letting his arms fall down in languid part, 
Sway'd by the waves, and nothing by his will. 
Till soon he jars against that glossy skin, 
Solid like glass, though seemingly as thin. 
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Lo ! how she startles at the warning shock, 
And straightway girds him to her radiant breast^ 
More like his safe smooth harbor than his rock | 
Poor wretch, he is so faint and toil-opprest, 
He cannot loose him from his grappling foe, 
Whether for love or hate, she lets not go. 



His eyes are blinded with the sleety brine, 

His ears are deafen'd with the wildering noise ; 

He asks the purpose of her fell design. 

But foamy waves choke up his struggling voice ; 

Under the ponderous sea his body dips, 

And Hero's name dies bubbling on his lips. 



Look how a man is lower'd to his grave ; 
A yearning hollow in the green earth's lap ; 
So he is sunk into the yawning wave. 
The plunging sea fills up the watery gap ; 
Anon he is all gone, and nothing seen. 
But likeness of green turf and hillocks green. 



And where he swam, the constant sun lies sleeping, 
Over the verdant plain that makes his bed ; 
And all the noisy waves go freshly leaping, 
Like gamesome boys over the churchyard dead ; 
The light in vain keeps looking for his face. 
Now screaming sea-fowl settle in his place. 
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Yet weep and watch for him though all in vain ! 
Ye moaning billows, seek him as ye wander ! 
Ye gazing sunbeams, look for him again ! 
Ye winds, grow hoarse with asking for Leander ! 
Ye did but spare him for more cruel rape, 
Sea-storm and ruin in a female shape ! 



She says ^tis love hath bribed her to this deed, 
The glancing of his eyes did so bewitch her, 
O bootless theft ! unprofitable meed ! 
Love's treasury is sack'd, but she no richer ; 
The sparkles of his eyes are cold and dead, 
And all his golden locks are turn'd to lead ! 



She holds the casket, but her simple hand 
Hath spill'd its dearest jewel by the way ; 
She hath life's empty garment at command, 
But her own death lies covert in the prey ; 
As if a thief should steal a tainted vest, 
Some dead man's spoil, and sicken of his pest. 



Now she compels him to her deeps below, 
Hiding his face beneath her plenteous hair, 
Wnich jealously she shakes all round her brow, 
For dread of envy, though no eyes are there 
But seals', and all brute tenants of the deep, 
Which heedless through the wave their journeys keep« 
6 
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Down and still downward through the dusky green 

She bore him, murmuring with joyous haste 

In too rash ignorancej as he had been 

Born to the texture of that Watery waste ; 

That which she breath'd and sigh'd, the emerald wave^ 

How could her pleasant home become his grave ! 



Down and still downward through the dusky gresB 
She bore her treasures with a face too nigh 
To mark how life was alterM in its mien. 
Or how the light grew torpid in his eye. 
Or how his pearly breath unprison'd there^ 
Flew up to join the universal air. 



She could not miss the throbbings of his hearty 
Whilst her own pulse so wanton'd in its joy ; 
She could not guess he struggled to depart. 
And when he strove no more, the hapless boy ! 
She read his mortal stillness for content. 
Feeling no fear where only love was meant. 



Soon she alights upon her ocean-floor. 

And straight unyokes her arms from her fair prize; 

Then on his lovely face begins to pore. 

As if to glut her soul ;— her hungry eyes 

Have grown so jealous of her arms' delight | 

It seems, she hath no other sense but sight. 
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But O sad marvel ! most bitter strange ! 
What dismal magic makes his cheek so pale. 
Why will he not embrace,— why not exchange 
Her kindly kisses ^—wherefore not exhale 
Some odorous message from life's ruby gates^ 
Where she his first sweet embassy awaits ? 



Her eyes, poor watchers, fix'd upon his looks^ 
Are grappled with a wonder near to griefj 
As one, who pores on undecipher'd books, 
Strains vain surmise, and dodges with belief | 
So she keeps gazing with a mazy thought, 
Framing a thousand doubts that end in naught. 



Too stern inscription for a page so young, 
The dark translation of his look was death ! 
But death was written in an alien tongue. 
And learning was not by to give it breath | 
So one deep woe sleeps buried in its seal. 
Which Time, untimely, hasteth to reveaL 



Meanwhile she sits unconscious of her hapj 
Nursing Death's marble effigy, which there 
With heavy head lies pillow'd in her lap, 
And elbows all unhinged ;— his sleeking hair 
Creeps o'er her knees, and settles where his hand 
Leans with lax fingers crook'd against the sand | 
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And there lies spread in many an oozy trail, 
Like glossy weeds hung from a chalky base, 
That shows no whiter than his brow is pale ; 
So soon the wintry death had bleach'd his face 
Into cold marble,— with blue chilly shades, 
Showing wherein the freezy blood pervades. 



And o'er his steadfast cheek a furrow' d pain 
Hath set, and stifFen'd like a storm in ice, 
Showing by drooping lines the deadly strain 
Of mortal anguish ;— yet you might gaze twice 
Ere Death it seem'd, and not his cousin, Sleep, 
That through those creviced lids did underpeep. 



But all that tender bloom about his eyes. 

Is Death's own vi'lets, which his utmost rite 

It is to scatter when the red rose dies ; 

For blue, is chilly, and akin to white: 

Also he leaves some tinges on his lips, 

Which he hath kiss'd with such cold frosty nipse 



"Surely," quoth she, "he sleeps, the senseless thing, 
Oppressed and faint with toiling in the stream !" 
Therefore she will not mar his rest, but sing 
So low, her tune shall mingle with his dream | 
Meanwhile, her lily fingers tasks to twine 
His uncrispt locks uncurling in the brine. 
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" O lovely boy I"— thus she attun'd her voice, — <- 
" Welcome, thrice welcome, to a sea-maid's home, 
My love-mate thou shalt be, and true heart's choice ; 
How have I long'd such a twin-self should come,— 
A lonely thing, till this sweet chance befel. 
My heart kept sighing like a hollow shell. 



** Here thou shalt live, beneath this secret dome. 
An ocean-bow 'r ; defended by the shade 
Of quiet waters, a cool emerald gloom 
To lap thee all about. Nay, be not fray'd, 
Those are but shady fishes that sail by 
Like antic clouds across my liquid sky ! 



" Look how the sunbeam burns upon their scales, 
And shows rich glimpses of their Tyrian skins, 
They flash small lightnings from their vigorous tails, 
And winking stars are kindled at their fins | 
These shall divert thee in thy weariest mood, 
And seek thy hand for gamesomeness and foode 



" Lo ! those green pretty leaves with tassel bells, 
My flow'rets those, that never pine for drowth ; 
Myself did plant them in the dappled shells, 
That drink the wave with such a rosy mouth,-— 
Pearls wouldst thou have beside ? crystals to shine 'I 
I had such treasures once,— now they are thine. 
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^'Now, lay thine ear against this golden sands 
And thou shalt hear the music of the sea. 
Those hollow tunes it plays against the land,— 
Is 't not a rich and wondrous melody ? 
I have lain hours, and fancied in its tone 
I heard the languages of ages gone ! 



" I too can sing when it shall please thy choice. 
And breathe soft tunes through a melodious shell, 
Though heretofore I have, but set my voice 
To some long sighs, grief harmonized, to tell 
How desolate I fared ;~-but this sweet change 
Will add new notes of gladness to my range ! 



" Or bid me speak, and I will tell thee tales. 
Which I have framed out of the noise of waves ; 
Ere now, I have communed with senseless gales^ 
And held vain colloquies with barren caves ; 
But I could talk to thee whole days and days. 
Only to word my love a thousand ways. 



" But if thy lips will bless me with their speeoh. 
Then ope, sweet oracles ! and I'll be mute | 
I was born ignorant for thee to teach, 
Nay all love's lore to thy dear looks impute | 
Then ope thine eyes, fair teachers, by whose ligli* 
I saw to give away my heart aright !" 
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But cold and deaf the sullen creature liesj 
Over her knees, and with concealing clay^ 
Like hoarding Avarice locks up his eyes. 
And leaves her world impoverished of day ; 
Then at his cruel lips she bends to pleadj 
But there the door is closed against her need. 



Surely he sleeps,— so her false wits infer I 
Alas ! poor sluggard, ne'er to wake again ! 
Surely he sleeps, yet without any stir 
That might denote a vision in his brain ; 
Or if he does not sleep, he feigns too long, 
Twice she hath reach'd the ending of her song. 



Therefore 'tis time she tells him to uncover 
Those radiant jesters, and disperse her fears, 
Whereby her April face is shaded over. 
Like rainy clouds just ripe for showering tears | 
Nay, if he will not wake, so poor she gets, 
Herself must rob those lock'd up cabinets. 



With that she stoops above his brow, and bid© 
Her busy hands forsake his tangled hair, 
And tenderly lift up those coffer-lids, 
That she might gaze upon the jewels there^ 
Like babes that pluck an early bud apart^. 
To know the dainty color of its heart. 
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NoW; picture one, soft creeping to a bed. 
Who slowly parts the fringe-hung canopies, 
And then starts back to find the sleeper dead ; 
So she looks in on his uncovered eyes, 
And seeing all within so drear and dark. 
Her own bright soul dies in her like a spark. 



Backward she falls, like a pale prophetess, 
Under the swoon of holy divination : 
And what had all surpassed her simple guess, 
- She now resolves in this dark revelation ; 
Death's very mystery, — oblivious death ;-— 
Long sleep, — -deep night, and an entranced breath* 



Yet life, though wounded sore, not wholly slain, 
Merely obscur'd, and not extinguished, lies ; 
Her breath that stood at ebb, soon flows again, 
Heaving her hollow breast with heavy sighs, 
And light comes in and kindles up the gloom, 
To light her spirit from its transient tomb. 



Then like the sun, awakenM at new dawn, 
With pale bewilder'd face she peers about. 
And spies blurr'd images obscurely drawn, 
Uncertain shadows in a haze of doubt ; 
But her true grief grows shapely by degrees, 
A perish 'd creature lying on her knees« 
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And now she knows how that old Murther preys, 
Whose quarry on her lap lies newly slain : • 
How he roams all abroad and grimly slays, 
Like a lean tiger in Love's own domain ; 
Parting fond mates,— and oft in flowery lawns 
Bereaves mild mothers of -their milky fawns. 



O too dear knowledge ! O pernicious earning ! 
Foul curse engraven upon beauty's page ! 
Ev'n now the sorrow of that deadly learning 
Ploughs up her brow, like an untimely age, 
And on her cheek stamps verdict of death's truth, 
By canker blights upon the bud of youth ! 



For as unwholesome winds decay the leaf, 
So her cheeks' rose is perish'd by her sighs, 
And withers in the sickly breath of grief; 
Whilst unacquainted rheum bedims her eyes, 
Tears, virgin tears, the first that ever leapt 
From those young lids, now plentifully wepto 



Whence being shed, the liquid crystalline 
Drops straightway down, refusing to partake 
In gross admixture with the baser brine, 
But shrinks and hardens into pearls opaque^ 
Hereafter to be worn on arms and ears ; 
So one maid's trophy is another's tears f 
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" O foul Arch-Shadow, thou old cloud of Night 
(Thus in her frenzy she began to wail). 
Thou blank oblivion— -blotter out of light. 
Life's ruthless murderer, and dear love's bale ! 
Why hast thou left thy havoc incomplete, 
Leaving me here, and slaying the more sweet ? 



" Lo ! what a lovely ruin thou hast made, 
Alas ! alas I thou hast no eyes to see^ 
And blindly slew'st him in misguided shade* 
Would I had lent my doting sense to thee ! 
But now I turn to thee, a willing mark. 
Thine arrows miss me in the aimless dark f 



*' O doubly cruel !— twice misdoing spite, 

But I will guide thee with my helping eyes, 

Or walk the wide world through, devoid of sights 

Yet thou shalt know me by my many sighs. 

Nay, then thou should'st have spared my rose, false Deatfi, 

And known Love's flow'r by smelling his sweet breath | 



" Or, when thy furious rage was round him dealings 
Love should have grown from touching of his skin^ 
B.ut like cold marble thou art all unfeeling, 
And hast no ruddy springs of warmth withinj 
And being but a shape of freezing bone, 
Thy touching only turned my love to stone I 
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^^ And here, alas ! he lies across my knees. 
With cheeks still colder than the stilly wave, 
The light beneath his eyelids seems to freeze, 
Here then, since Love is dead and lacks a grave, 
O come and dig it in my sad heart's core- 
That wound will bring a balsam for its sore ! 



" For an thou not a sleep where sense of ill, 
Lies stingless, like a sense benumb'd with cold, 
Healing all hurts only with sleep's good- will, 
So shall I slumber, and perchance behold 
My living love in dreamSj—0 happy night, 
That lets me company his banish'd spright ! 



"O poppy Death !— sweet poisoner of sleep I 
Where shall I seek for thee, oblivious drug. 
That I may steep thee in my drink, and creep 
Gut of life's coil. Look, Idol ! how I hug 
Thy dainty image in this strict embrace, 
And kiss this clay-cold model of thy face f 



" Put out, put out these sun-consuming lamps, 
I do but read my sorrows by their shine, 
O come and quench them with thy oozy damps, 
And let my darkness intermix with thine ; 
Since love is blinded, wherefore should I see 
Now love is death,— death will be love to me I 
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" Away, away, this vain complaining breath, 
It does but stir the troubles that I weep, 
Let it be hush'd and quieted, sweet Death, 
The wind must settle ere the wave can sleep,- 
Since love is silent, I would fain be mute, 
O Death, be gracious to my dying suit !" 



Thus far she pleads, but pleading naught avails her, 
For Death, her sullen burthen, deigns no heed, 
Then with dumb craving arms, since darkness fails her, 
She prays to heav'n's fair light, as if her need 
Inspir'd her there were Gods to pity pain, 
Or end it, — but she lifts her arms in vain I 



Poor gilded Grief ! the subtle light by this 
With mazy gold creeps through her watery mine. 
And, diving downward through the green abyss, 
Lights up her palace with an amber shine ; 
There, falling on her arms, — the crystal skin 
Reveals the ruby tide that fares within. 



Look how the fulsome beam would hang a glory 
On her dark hair, but the dark hairs repel it ; 
Look how the perjur'd glow suborns a story 
On her pale lips, but lips refuse to tell it ; 
Grief will not swerve from grief, however told 
On coral lips, or charactered in gold ; 
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Or else, thou maid I safe anchored on Love's neck. 
Listing the hapless doom of young Leander, 
Thou would'st not shed a tear for that old wreck, 
Sitting secure where no wild surges wander ; 
Whereas the woe moves on with tragic pace. 
And shows its sad reflection in thy face. 



Thus having travell'd on, and tracked the tale, 
Like the due course of an old bas-relief, 
Where Tragedy pursues her progress pale. 
Brood here awhile upon that sea-maid's grief, 
And take a deeper imprint from the frieze 
Of that young Fate, with Death upon her knees. 



Then whilst the melancholy muse withal 
Resumes her music in a sadder tone. 
Meanwhile, the sunbeam strikes upon the wall, 
Conceive that lovely siren to live on, 
Ev'n as Hope whisper'd, the Promethean light 
Would kindle up the dead Leander's spright. 



" 'Tis light,'^ she says, " that feeds the glittering starSy 
And those were stars set in his heavenly brow. 
But this salt cloud, this cold sea- vapor, mars 
Their radiant breathing, and obscures them now, 
Therefore I '11 lay him in the clear blue air. 
And see how these dull orbs will kindle there." 
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Swiftly as dolphins glide^ or swifter yet. 
With dead Leander in her fond arms' fold. 
She cleaves the meshes of that radiant net. 
The sun hath twin'd above of liquid gold, 
Nor slacks, till on the margin of the land. 
She lays his body on the glowing sand. 



There, like a pearly waif, just past the reach 
Of foamy billows he lies cast. Just then, 
Some listless fishers, straying down the beach, 
Spy out this wonder. Thence the curious men, 
Low crouching, creep into a thicket brake, 
And watch her doings: till their rude hearts ache» 



First she begins to chafe him till she faints. 
Then falls upon his mouth with kisses many. 
And sometimes pauses in her own complaints 
To list his breathing, but there is not any,— 
Then looks into his eyes where no light dwells, 
Light makes no pictures in such muddy wells. 



The hot sun parches his discovered eyes, 

The hot sun beats on his discolor'd limbs, 

The sand is oozy whereupon he lies. 

Soiling his fairness ;— then away she swims, 

Meaning to gather him a daintier bed, 

Plucking the cool fresh weeds, brown, green, and red« 
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But, simple-witted thief, while she dives under 
Another robs her of her amorous theft ; 
The ambush'd fishermen creep forth to plunder^ 
And steal the unwatch'd treasure she has left ; 
Only his void impression dints the sands ; 
Leander is purloin'd hj stealthy hands ! 



ho I how she shudders off the beaded wave ! 
Like Grief all over tears, and senseless falls, 
His void imprint seems hollow'd for her grave. 
Then, rising on her knees, looks round and calk 
On Hero I Hero ! having learnM this name 
Of his last breath, she calls him by the same. 



Then with her frantic hands she rends her hairs, 
And casts them forth, sad keepsakes to the wind, 
As if in plucking those she pluck'd her cares ; 
But grief lies deeper, and remains behind 
Like a barb'd arrow, rankling in her brain, 
Turning her very thoughts to throbs of pain. 



Anon her tangled locks are left alone. 
And down upon the sand she meekly sits, 
Hard by the foam as humble as a stone, 
Like an enchanted maid beside her wits, 
That ponders with a look serene and tragic, 
Stunn'd by the mighty mystery of magice 
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Or think of Ariadne^s utter trance, 

Craz'd by the flight of that disloyal traitor. 

Who left her gazing on the green expanse 

That swallow'd up his track,-— yet this would mate her^ 

Ev'n in the cloudy summit of her woe. 

When o'er the far sea-brim she saw him g'o. 



For even so she bows, and bends her gaze 

O'er the eternal waste, as if to sum 

Its waves by weary thousands all her days, 

Dismally doom'd 1 meanwhile the billows come^ 

And coldly dabble with her quiet feet. 

Like any bleaching stones they wont to greeto 



And thence into her lap have boldly sprung, 

Washing her weedy tresses to and fro, 

That round her crouching knees have darkly hung^ 

But she sits careless of waves' ebb and flow. 

Like a lone beacon on a desert coast. 

Showing where all her hope was wreck'd and losL 



Yet whether in the sea or vaulted sky, 
She knoweth not her love's abrupt resort. 
So like a shape of dreams he left her eye, 
Winking with doubt. Meanwhile, the churl's report 
Has throng'd the beach with many a curious face, 
That peeps upon her from its hiding-place. 
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And here a heaa, and there a brow half seen, 

Dodges behmd a rock. Here on his hands, 

A mariner his crumpled cheeks doth lean 

Over a rugged crest. Another stands, 

Holding his harmful arrow at the head, 

Still check'd by human caution and strange dread. 



One stops his ears, — another close beholder 

Whispers unto the next his grave surmise | 

This crouches down, — and just above his shoulder, 

A woman's pity saddens in her eyes, 

And prompts her to befriend that lonely grief, 

With all sweet helps of sisterly relief. 



And down the sunny beach she paces slowly, 
With many doubtful pauses by the way ; 
Grief hath an influence so hush'd and holy,— 
Making her twice attempt, ere she can lay 
Her hand upon that sea-maid's shoulder white, 
Which makes her startle up in wild afFrighto 



And, like a seal, she leaps into the wave 
That drowns the shrill remainder of her scream ; 
Anon the sea fills up the watery cave. 
And se&,ls her exit with a foamy seam,— 
Leaving those baffled gazers on the beach, 
Turmng in uncouth wonder each to eacho 
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Some watch, some call, some see her head emerges 
Wherever a brown weed falls through the foam | 
Some point to white eruptions of the surge :— 
But she is vanished to her shady home, 
Under the deep, inscrutable,— and there 
Weeps in a midnight made of her own hair. 



Now here, the sighing winds, before unheard, 
Forth from their cloudy caves begin to blow, 
Till all the surface of the deep is stirr'd, 
Like to the panting grief it hides below ; 
And heav'n is cover'd with a stormy rack, 
Soiling the waters with its inky black. 



The screaming fowl resigns her finny prey, 
And labors shoreward with a bending wing, 
Rowing against the wind her toilsome way | 
Meanwhile, the curling billows chafe, and fling 
Their dewy frost still further on the stones. 
That answer to the wind with hollow groans* 



And here and there a fisher's far-ofi* bark 
Flies with the sun's last glimpse upon its sail. 
Like a bright flame amid the waters dark, 
V/atch'd with the hope and fear of maidens pale ; 
And anxious mothers that upturn their brows. 
Freighting the gusty wind with frequent vowSj 
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For that the horrid deep has no sure track 
To guide love safe into his homely haveno 
And lo ! the storm grows blacker in its wrath. 
O'er the dark billow brooding like a raven, 
That bodes of death and widow's sorrowing. 
Under the dusky covert of his wing. 



And so day ended. But no vesper spark 
Hung forth its heavenly sign ; but sheets of flame 
Play'd round the savage features of the dark, 
Making night horrible. That night, there came 
A weeping maiden to high Sestos' steep, 
And tore her hair and gaz'd upon the deep. 

cxxii. 

And wav'd aloft her bright and ruddy torch, 
Whose flame the boastful wind so rudely fannM^ 
That oft it would recoil, and basely scorch 
The tender covert of her sheltering hand | 
Which yet, for love's dear sake, disdain'd retire^ 
And, like a glorying martyr, brav'd the fire. 



For that was love's own sign and beacon guide 
Across the Hellespont's wide weary space, 
Wherein he nightly struggled with the tide| 
Look what a red it forges on her face. 
As if she blush'd at holding such a light, 
Ev'n in the unseen presence of the night ^ 
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Whereas her tragic cheek is truly pale^ 

And colder than the rude and ruffian air 

That howls into her ear a horrid tale 

Of storm, and wreck, and uttermost despair, 

Saying, " Leander floats amid the surge, 

And those are dismal waves that sing his dirgeJ 



And hark !- — a grieving voice, trembling and faintj 
Blends with the hollow sobbings of the sea ; 
Like the sad music of a siren's plaint, 
But shriller than Leander's voice should be, 
Unless the wintry death had changed its tone,-— 
Wherefore she thinks she hears his spirit moan. 



For now, upon each brief and breathless pause. 
Made by the raging winds, it plainly calls. 
On Hero ! Hero ! — whereupon she draws 
Close to the dizzy brink, that ne'er appals 
Her brave and constant spirit to recoilj 
However the wild billows toss and toiL 



" Oh I dost thou live under the deep, deep sea ? 
I thought such love as thine could never die ; 
If thou hast gain'd an immortality, 
From the kind pitying sea-god, so will I ; 
And this false cruel tide that used to sever 
Our hearts, shall be our common home for ever ! 
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" There we will sit and sport upon one billow. 
And sing our ocean ditties all the day. 
And lie together on the same green pillow, 
That curls above us with its dewy spray ; 
And ever in one presence live and dwell, 
Like two twin pearls within the selfsame shell. 



One moment then, upon the dizzy verge 

She stands ;— with face upturned against the sky ; 

A moment more, upon the foamy surge 

She gazes, with a calm despairing eye ; 

Feeling that awful pause of blood and breath 

Which life endures when ii confronts with death |-«»« 



Then from the giddy steep she madly springs. 

Grasping her maiden robes, that vainly kept 

Panting abroad, like unavailing wings. 

To save her from her death.— The sea-maid wept^ 

And in a crystal cave her cross enshrin'd. 

No meaner sepulchre should Hero find ! 
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FEOBI AN UNROLLED MANUSCRIPT OF APOLLONIUS CURIUS. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Lycus, detained by Circe in her magical dominion, is beloved by a Water 
Nymphj who, desiring to render him immortal, has recourse to the Sorce- 
ress. Circe gives her an incantation to pronounce, which should turn 
Lycus into a horse ; but the horrible effect of the charm causing her to 
break off in the midst, he becomes a Centaur. 

Who hath ever been lured and bound by a spell 

To wander, fore-doomM, in that circle of hell 

Where Witchery works with her will like a god, 

Works more than the wonders of time at a nod, — - 

At a word,— at a touch,— at a flash of the eye, 

But each form is a cheat, and each sound is a lie, 

Things born of a wish— to endure for a thought, 

Or last for long ages— to vanish to naught. 

Or put on new semblance ? O Jove, I had given 

The throne of a kingdom to know if that heaven. 

And the earth and its streams were of Circe, or whether 

They kept the world's birth-day and brighten'd together I 

For I lov'd them in terror and constantly dreaded 

That the earth where I trod, and the cave where I bedded, 

The face I might dote on, should live out the lease 

Of the charm that created, and suddenly cease: 

7 
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And I gave me to slumber, as if from one drearo 

To another — each horrid — and drank of the stream 

Like a first taste of Mood, lest as water 1 quafFM 

Swift poison, and never should breathe from the draught,---* 

Such drink as her own monarch husband drainM op 

When he pledgM her, and Fate clos'd his eyes in the cup. 

And I pluck'd of the fruit v/ith held breath, and a fear 

That the branch would start back and scream out in my ear ; 

For once, at my suppering, I pluck'd in the dusk 

An apple, juice-gushing and fragrant of musk ; 

But by daylight my fingers were crimson'd with gorcj, 

And the half-eaten fragment was flesh at the core ; 

And once— only once— for the love of its blush, 

I broke a bloom bough, but there came such a gush 

On my hand, that it fainted away in weak fright, 

While the leaf-hidden woodpecker shriek'd at the sighl ° 

And oh ! such an agony thrill'd in that note, 

That my soul, startling up, beat its wings in my throaCj^ 

As it long'd to be free of a body whose hand 

Was doomed to work torments a Fury had planned ! 

There I stood without stir, yet how willing to flee^ 
As if rooted and horror-turn'd into a tree,— 
Oh ! for innocent death,— -and to suddenly win it, 
I drank of the stream, but no poison was in it ; 
I plungM in its waters, but ere I could sink, 
Some invisible fate puli'd me back to the brink ; 
I sprang from the rock, from its pinnacle height. 
But fell on the grass with a grasshopper^s flight ; 
1 ran at my fears — they were fears and no more. 
For the bear would not mangle my limbs, nor the boai, 
But moan'd,— all their brutaliz'd flesh could not smother 
The horrible truth,— we were kin to each other ! 
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They were mournfully gentle^ and group 'd for relief 
AH foes in their skin, but all friends in their grief: 
The leopard was therej— baby-mild in its feature ; 
And the tiger, black barr'dj with the gaze of a creature 
That knew gentle pity ; the bristle-back'd boar, 
His innocent tusks stain'd with mulberry gore ; 
And the laughing hyena — -but laughing no more ; 
And the snake, not with magical orbs to devise 
Strange death, but with woman's attraction of eyes | 
The tall ugly ape, that still bore a dim shine 
Through his hairy eclipse of a manhood divine ; 
And the elephant stately, with more than its reason^ 
How thoughtful in sadness! but this is no season 
To reckon them up from the lag-bellied toad 
To the mammoth, whose sobs shook his ponderous loadc 
There were woes of all shapes, wretched forms, when J came^ 
That hung down their heads with a human-like shame ; 
The elephant hid in the boughs, and the bear 
Shed over his eyes the dark veil of his hair ; 
And the womanly soul turning sick with disgust, 
Tried to vomit herself from her serpentine crust ; 
While all groaned their groans into one at their lot, 
As 1 brought them the image of what they were not. 

Then rose a wild sound of the human voice choking 
Through vile brutal organs— low tremulous croaking 5 
Cries swallow'd abruptly— -deep animal tones 
AttunM to strange passion, and full utter'd groans ; 
All shuddering weaker, till hush'd in a pause 
Of tongues in mute motion and wide-yearning jaws ; 
And I guess'd that those horrors were meant to tell o'er 
The tale of their woes • but the silence told more 
That writhed on their tongues; and I knelt on the sodj 
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And prayM with my voice to the cloud-stirring God, 

For the sad congregation of supplicants there, . . 

That upturned to his heaven brute faces of prayer .; 

And 1 ceased, and they utter'd a moaning so deep 

That I wept for my heart-ease — but they could not weep, 

And gazed with red eye-balls, all wistfully dry. 

At the comfort of tears in a stag's human eye. 

Then I motion'd them round, and, to soothe their distress, 

I caress'd, and they bent them to meet my caress, 

Their necks to my arm, and their heads to my palm. 

And with poor grateful eyes suffered meekly and calm 

Those tokens of kindness, withheld by hard fate 

From returns that might chill the warm pity to hate ; 

So they passively bow'd — save the serpent, that leapt 

To my breast like a sister, and pressingly crept 

In embrace of my neck, and with close kisses blister'd 

My lips in rash love, — then drew backward, and glister'd 

Her eyes in my face, and loud hissing affright, 

Propt down, and swift started away from my sight ! 

This sorrow was theirs, but thrice , wretched my lot, 
TurnM brute in my soul, though my body was not, 
When I fled from the sorrow of womanly faces, 
That shrouded their woe in the shade of lone places. 
And dash'd off bright tears, till their fingers were wet, 
And then wiped their lids with long tresses of jet i 
But I fled — though they stretchM out their hands, all enta^igled 
With hair, and blood-stain 'd of the breasts they had mangled,—* 
Though they call'd— and perchance but to ask, had I seen 
Their loves, or to tell the vile wrongs that had been : 
But I stay'd not to hear, lest the story should hold 
Some hell-form of words, some enchantment once told. 
Might translate me in flesh to a brute ; and I dreaded 
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To gaze on their charmsj lest my faith should be wedded 
With some pity, — -and love in that pity perchance— 
To a thing not all lovely ; for once at a glance 
Methought, where one sat, I descried a bright wonder 
That fiow'd like a long silver rivulet under 
The long fenny grass, with so lovely a breast, 
Could it be a snake-tail made the charm of the rest ? 

So I roam'd in that circle of horrors, and Fear 
Walk'd with me, by hills, and in valleys, and near 
Clustered trees for their gloom— not to shelter from heat — 
But lest a brute-shadow should grow at my feet; 
And besides that full oft in the sunshiny place, 
Dark shadows would gather like clouds on its face, 
In the horrible likeness of demons (that none 
Could see, like invisible flames in the sun) ; 
But grew to one monster that seized on the light. 
Like the dragon that strangles the moon in the night ; 
Fierce sphinxes, long serpents, and asps of the South j 
Wild birds of huge beak, and all horrors that drouth 
Engenders of slime in the land of the pest. 
Vile shapes without shape, and foul bats of the West, 
Bringing Night on their wings ; and the bodies wherein 
Great Brahma imprisons the spirits of sin, 
Many-handed, that blent in one phantom of fight 
Like a Titan, and threatfully warr'd with the light ; 
I have heard the wild shriek that gave signal to close, 
When they rush'd on that shadowy Python of foes. 
That met with sharp beaks and wide gaping of jaws. 
With flappings of wings, and fierce grasping of claws, 
And whirls of long tails : — I have seen the quick flutter 
Of fragments dissever' d,— and necks stretch'd to utter 
Long screamings of pain,— the swift motion of blows, 
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And wrestling of arms— to the flight at the closer 
When the dust of the earth startled upv/ard in rings^ 
And flew on the whirlwind that follow'd their wings* 

Thus they fled— not forgotten— but often to grow- 
Like fears in my eyes, when I walk'd to and fro 
In the shadows, and felt from some beings unseen 
The warm touch of kisses, but clean or unclean 
I knew not, nor whether the love I had won 
Was of heaven or hell— till one day in the sun. 
In its very noon-blaze, I could fancy a thing 
Of beauty, but faint as the cloud-miiTors fling 
On the gaze of the shepherd that watches the sky. 
Half-seen and half-dream'd in the soul of his eje. 
And when in my musings I gazM on the stream. 
In motionless trances of thought, there would seem 
A face like that face, looking upward through mine ^ 
With its eyes full of love, and the dim-drowned shine 
Of limbs and fair garments, like clouds in that blue 
Serene : — -there I stood for long hours but to view 
Those fond earnest eyes that were ever uplifted 
Towards me, and wink'd as the water-weed drifted 
Between ; but the fish knew that presence, and plied 
Their long curvy tails, and swift darted aside. 

There I gazed for lost time, and forgot all the things 
That once had been wonders — the fishes with wings. 
And the glimmer of magnified eyes that look'd up 
From the glooms of the bottom like pearls in a cupp 
And the huge endless serpent of silvery gleam, 
Slow winding along like a tide in the stream. 
Some maid of the waters, some Naiad, methought 
Held me dear in the pearl of her eye — and I brought 
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My wish to that fancy | and often I dashed 
My limbs in the water, and suddenly splashed 
The cool drops around me, yet clung to the brink, 
ChilFd by watery fears, how that Beauty might sink 
With my life in her arms to her garden, and bind me 
With its long tangled grasses, or cruelly wind me 
In some eddy to hum out my life in her ear. 
Like a spider-caught bee,— and in aid of that fear 
Came the tardy remembrance— Oh falsest of men ! 
Why was not that beauty remember' d till then 1 
My love, my safe love, whose glad life would have ruo 
Into mine— like a drop— that our fate might be one, 
That now, even now,— may-be,— -clasp'd in a dream^ 
That form which I gave to some jilt of the stream, 
And gaz'd with fond eyes that her tears tried to smother 
On a mock of those eyes that I gave to another ! 

Then I rose from the stream, but the eyes of my mind^ 
Still full of the tempter^ kept gazing behind 
On her crystalline face, while I painfully leapt 
To the bank, and shook off the curst waters, and wept 
With my brow in the reeds ; and the reeds to my ear 
Bow'd, bent by no wind, and in whispers of fear, 
Growing small with large secrets, foretold me of one 
That loved me,~but oh to fly from her, and shun 
Her love like a pest— though her love was as true 
To mine as her stream to the heavenly blue ; 
For why should I love her with love that would bring 
All misfortune, like Flate, on so joyous a thing ? 
Because of her rival,— even Her whose witch- face 
1 had slighted, and therefore was doomed in that place 
To roam, and had roamM, where all horrors grew rankg 
Nine days ere I wept with my brow on that bank ; 
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Her name be not named, but her spite would not fail 
To our love like a blight ; and they told me the tale 
Of Scylla, and Pious, impiison'd to speak 
His shrill-screaming woe through a woodpecker's beak. 

Then i hey ceased — I had heard as the voice of my star 
That told me the truth of my fortunes — thus far 
I had read of my sorrow, and lay in the hush 
Of deep meditation, — v/hen lo ! a light crush 
Of the reeds, and I turn'd and look'd round in the night 
Of new sunshine, and saw, as I sipp'd of the light 
Narrow-winking, the realized nymph of the stream. 
Rising up from the wave with the bend and the gleam 
Of a fountain, and o'er her white arms she kept throwing 
Bright torrents of hair, that w^ent flowing and flowing 
In falls to her feet, aud the blue waters roll'd 
Down her limbs like a garment, in many a fold, 
Sun-spangled, gold-broider'd, and fled far behind, 
Like an innnite train. So she came and reclin'd 
In the reeds, and I hunger'd to see her unseal 
The buds of hor eyes that would ope and reveal 
The blue that was in them ; and they op'd, and she raised 
Two orbs of pure crystal, and timidly gazed 
With her eyes on my eyes ; but their color and shine 
Was of that which they look'd on, and mostly of mine— 
For she loved me,— except when she blush'd, and they sank, 
Shame-humbled, to number the stones on the bank. 
Or her play-idle fingers, w^hile lisping she told me 
How she put on her veil, and in love to behold me, 
Would wing through the sun till she fainted away 
Like a mist, and then flew to her waters and lay 
In love-patience long hours, and sore dazzled her eyes 
In watching for mine 'gainst the midsummer skies. 
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But now they were heal'd,— O my heart, it still dances 

When I think of the charm of her changeable glances, 

And my image how small when it sank in the deep 

Of her eyes where her soul waSj— Alas I now they weep, 

And none knoweth where. In what stream do her eyes 

Shed invisible tears 1 Who beholds where her sighs 

Flow in eddies, or sees the ascent of the leaf 

She has pluck'd with her tresses ? Who listens her grief 

Like a far fall of waters, or hears where her feet 

Grow emphatic among the loose pebbles, and beat 

Them together ? Ah ! surely her flowers float adown 

To the sea unaccepted, and little ones drown 

For need of her mercy,— even he whose twin-brother 

Will miss him for ever ; and the sorrowful mother 

[mploreth in vain for his body to kiss 

And cling to, all dripping and cold as it is, 

Because that soft pity is lost in hard pain ! 

We loved, — how we loved !— for I thought not again 

Of the woes that were whisper'd like fears in that place 

If I gave me to beauty. Her face was the face 

Far away, and her eyes were the eyes that were drown'd 

For my absence, — her arms were the arms that sought round. 

And clasp'd me to naught ; for I gazed and became 

Only true to my falsehood, and had but one name 

For two loves, and call'd ever on ^gle, sweet maid 

Of the sky-loving waters, — and was not afraid 

Of the sight of her skin ;-— for it never could be, 

Her beauty and love were misfortunes to me ! 

Thus our bliss had endured for a time-shorten'd space. 
Like a day made of three, and the smile of her face 
Had been with me for joy, — when she told me indeed 
Her love was self-task'd with a work that would need 

7^'- 
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Some short hours, for in truth /twas the veriest pity 

Our love should not last, and then sang me a ditty^ 

Of one with warm lips that should love her, and love her 

When suns were burnt dim and long ages past over. 

So she fled with her voice, and I patiently nested 

My limbs in the reeds, in still quiet, and rested 

Till my thoughts grew extinct, and I sank in a sleep 

Of dreams,-— but their meaning was hidden too deep 

To be read what their woe was ;— but still it was woe 

That was writ on all faces that swam to and fro 

In that river of night ;- — and the gaze of their eyes 

Was sadj— and the bend of their brows,— and their cries 

Were seen, but I heard not. The warm touch of tears 

TravelFd down my cold cheeks, and I shook till my fears 

Awaked me, and lo ! I was couch'd in a bower. 

The growth of long summers rear'd up in an hour ! 

Then I said, in the fear of my dream, I will fly 

From this magic, but could not, because that my eye 

Grew loYe4dle among the rich blooms ; and the earth 

Held me down with its coolness of touch, and the mirth 

Of some bird was above me,— who, even in fear. 

Would startle the thrush ? and methought there drew near 

A form as of ^gle,-— but it was not the face 

Hope made, and I know the witch-Queen of that place. 

Even Circe the Cruel, that came like a Death 

Which I fear'd, and yet fled not, for want of my breath. 

There was thought in her face, and her eyes were not raised 

From the grass at her foot, but I saw, as I gazed. 

Her spite— and her countenance changed with her mind 

As she plann'd how to thrall me with beauty, and bind 

My soul to her charms,-— and her long tresses play'd 

From shade into shine and from shine into shade. 

Like a day in mid- antumnj— first fair, O how fair I 
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With long snaky locks of the adder=black hair 

That clung round her neck,— -those dark locks that I pri^e, 

For the sake of a maid that once loved me with eyes 

Of that fathomless hue,— but they changed as they rolPd, 

And brighten'd, and suddenly blazed into gold 

That she comb'd into flames, and the locks that fell down 

TurnM dark as they fell, but I slighted their brown, 

Nor loved, till I sai»v the light ringlets shed wild, 

That innocence wears when she is but a child ; 

And her eyes,— O I ne'er had been witch'd with their shine^ 

Had they been any other, my iEgle, than thine ! 

Then I gave me to magic, and gazed till I maddenM 
In the full of their light,— but I saddenM and sadden'd 
The deeper I look'd,™tiIl I sank on the snow 
Of her bosom, a thing made of terror and woe. 
And answer'd its throb with the shudder of fears. 
And hid my cold eyes from her eyes with my tears, 
And strain'd her white arms with the still languid weight 
Of a fainting distress. There she sat like tbe Fate 
That is nurse unto Death, and bent over in shame 
To hide me from her — the true ^gle — that came 
With the words on her lips the false witch had foregiv'n 
To make me immortal — for now I was even 
At the portals of Death, who but waited the hush 
Of world-sounds in my ear to cry welcome, and rush 
With my soul to the banks of his black-flowing river. 
O would it had flown from my body for ever. 
Ere I listen'd those words, when I felt with a start. 
The life-blood rush back in one throb to my heart, 
And saw the pale lips where the rest of that spell 
Had perish'd in horror-— and heard the farewell 
Of that voice that was drown'd in the dash of the stream ! 
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How fain had I follow 'd, and plunged with that scream 

Into death, but my being indignantly lagg'd 

Through the brutaliz'd flesh that I painfully dragg'd 

Behiiid me : — -" O Circe ! O mother of Spite I 

Speak the last of that curse ! and imprison me quite 

In the husk of a brute, — that no pity may name 

The man that I was,—- that no kindred may claim 

The monster I am ! Let me utterly be 

Brute-buried, and Nature's dishonor with me 

Uninscribed V — But she listened my prayer, that was praise 

To her malice, with smiles, and advised me to gaze 

On the river for love,— and perchance she would make 

In pity a maid without eyes for my sake, 

And she left me like Scorn. Then I ask'd of the wave, 

What monster I was, and it trembled and gave 

The true shape of my grief, and I turn'd with my face 

From all waters for ever, and fled through that place, 

Till with horror more strong than all magic I pass'd 

Its bounds, and the world was before me at last. 

There I wander'd in sorrow, and shunn'd the abodes 
Of men, that stood up in the likeness of Gods, 
But I saw from afar the warm shine of the sun 
On their cities, where man was a million, not one ; . 
And I saw the white smoke of their altars ascending, 
That show'd where the hearts of the many were blending, 
And the wind in my face brought shrill voices that came 
From the trumpets that gather'd whole bands in ^ne fame 
As a chorus of man, — and they stream'd from the gates 
Like a dusky libation pour'd out to the Fates. 
But at times there were gentler processions of peace 
That I watch'd with my soul in my eyes till their cease^ 
There were women ! thers men ! but to ne a third sex 
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I saw them all dots — yet I loved them as specks i 

And oft to assuage a sad yearning of eyes 

I stole near the city, but stole covert- wise 

Like a wild beast of love, and perchance to be smitten 

By some hand that I rather had wept on than bitten 1 

Oh, I once had a haunt near a cot where a mother 

Daily sat in the shade with her child, and would smothef 

Its eyelids in kisses, and then in its sleep 

Sang dreams in its ear of its manhood, while deep 

In a thicket of willows I gazed o'er the brooks 

That murmur'd between us and kiss'd them with looks ; 

But the willows unbosom'd their secret, and never 

I return'd to a spot I had startled for ever. 

Though I oft long'd to know, but could ask it of none, 

Was the mother still fair, and how big was her son ? 

For the hunters of fields they all shunn'd me by fiightj 
The men in their horror, the women in fright ; 
None ever remained save a child once that sported 
Among the wild bluebells, and playfully courted 
The breeze ; and beside him a speckled snake lay 
Tight strangled, because it had hiss'd him away 
From the flow'r at his finger ; he rose and drew near 
Like a Son of Immortals, one born to no fear. 
But with strength of black locks and with eyes azure bright 
To grow to large manhood of merciful might. 
He came, with his face of bold wonder, to feel, 
The hair of my side, and to lift up my heel. 
And questioned my face with wide eyes ; but when under 
My lids he saw tears,— for I wept at his wonder. 
He stroked me, and utter'd such kindliness then, 
That the' once love of women, the friendship of men 
In past sorrow, no kindness e'er came like a kiss 
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On my heart in its desolate day such as this ! 

And I yearn'd at his cheeks in my love, and down hentf 

And lifted him up in my arms with intent 

To kiss himj—but he cruel-kindly, alas ! 

Held out to my lips a pluck'd handful of grass ! 

Then I dropt him in horror, but felt as I fled 

The stone he indignantly hurl'd at. my head, 

That dissever' d my ear, — -but 1 felt not, whose fate 

Was to meet more distress in his love than his hate ! 

Thus I wanderM, companion^ of grief and forlorrij 
Till I wish'd for that land where my being was born. 
But what was that land with its love, where my home 
Was self-shut against me ; for why should I come 
Like an after-distress to my^ grey-bearded father, 
With a blight to the last of his sight ? — -let him rather 
Lament for me dead, and shed tears in the urn 
Where I was not, and still in fond memory turn 
To his son even such as he left him. Oh, how 
Could I walk with the youth once my fellows, but now 
Like Gods to my humbled estate ? — -or how bear 
The steeds once the pride of mj eyes and the care 
Of my hands ? Then I turn'd me.self-banish'd, and came 
Into Thessaly here, where I met with the same 
As myself. I have heard how they met by a stream 
In games, and were suddenly changed by a scream 
That made wretches of many, as she roll'd her wild eyes 
Against heav'n, and so vanish'd.— -The gentle and wise 
Lose their thoughts in deep studies, and others their ill 
In the mirth of mankind where they mingle them stilL 
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Alas ! That breathing Vanity should go 

Where Pride is buried,-— like its very ghost. 

Uprisen from the naked bones below, 
In novel flesh, clad in the silent boast 

Of gaudy silk that flutters to and fro, 
Shedding its chilling superstition most 

On young and ignorant natures — as it wont 

To haunt the peaceful churchyard of Bedfont ! 



Each Sabbath morning, at the hour of prayer. 
Behold two maidens, up the quiet green 

Shining, far distant, in the summer air 

That flaunts their dewy robes and breathes between 

Their downy plumes,—- sailing as if they were 
Two far-ofl* ships, — until they brush between 

The churchyard's humble walls, and watch and wait 

On either side of the wide open'd gate. 
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And there they stand-— with haughty necks before 
God's holy house, that points towards the skies-—" 

Frowning reluctant duty from the poor, 

And tempting homage from unthoughtful eyes t 

And Youth looks lingering from the temple door 
Breathing its wishes in unfruitful sighs, 

With pouting lips, — forgetful of the grace, 

Of health; and smiles, on the heart-conscious face |- 



Because that Wealth, which has no bliss beside^ 
May wear the happiness of rich attire ; 

And those two sisters, in their silly pride, 

May change the souPs warm glances for the fire 

Of lifeless diamonds ;— and for health denyM,— 
With art, that blushes at itself, inspire 

Their languid cheeks- — and flourish in a glory 

That has no life in life, nor after-story., 



The aged priest goes shaking his grey hair 
In meekest censuring, and turns his eye 

Earthward in grief, and heavenward in prayV, 
And sighs, and clasps his hands, and passes by. 

Good-hearted man ! what sullen soul would wear 
Thy sorrow for a garb, and constantly 

Put on thy censure, that might win the praise 

Of one sc grey in goodness and in days ? 



Hosted by 



Google 



THE TWO PEACOCKS OF BEDFONT. 137 



Also the solemn clerk partakes the shame 
Of this ungodly shine of human pride, 

And sadly blends his reverence and blame 
In one grave bov^, and passes with a stride 

Impatient : — many a red-hooded dame 

Turns her pain'd head, but not her glance, aside 

From wanton dress, and marvels o'er again, 

That heaven hath no wet judgments for the vain. 



" I have a lily in the bloom at home," 

Quoth one, " and by the blessed Sabbath day 
I'll pluck my lily in its pride, and come 

And read a lesson upon vain array ;— 
And when stiff silks are rustling up, and some 

Give place, Fll shake it in proud eyes and say- 
Making my reverence, — ' Ladies, an you please, 
King Solomon's not half so fine as thesco' " 



Then her meek partner, who has nearly run 

His earthly course,-—" Nay, Goody, let your text 

Grow in the garden.— We have only one — 

Who knows that these dim eyes may see the next ? 

Summer will come again, and summer sun, 
And lilies too,— but I were sorely vext 

To mar my garden, and cut short the blow 

Of the last lily I may live to grow," 
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" The last !" quoth she, " and though the last it were- 
Lo ! those two wantons, where they stand so proud 

With waving plumes, and jewels in their hair, 
And painted cheeks, like Dagons to be bow'd , . 

And curtsey 'd to !— last Sabbath after pray'r^ 
I heard the little Tomkins ask aloud 

If they were angels— but I made him know 

God's bright ones better, with a bitter blow P^ 



So speaking, they pursue the pebbly walk 

That leads to the white porch the Sunday throngj 

Hand-coupled urchins in restrained talk. 

And anxious pedagogue that chastens wrongs 

And posied churchwarden with solemn stalky 
And gold-bedizen'd beadle flames along, 

And gentle peasant clad in buff and green, 

Like a meek cowslip in the spring serene | 



And blushing maiden— modestly array' d 

In spotless white,— still conscious of the glass | 

And she, the lonely widow, that hath made 
A sable covenant with grief,~alas ! 

She veils her tears under the deep, deep shade. 
While the poor kindly-hearted, as they pass^ 

Bend to unclouded childhood, and caress 

Her boy,— so rosy !— =and so fatherless I 
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Thus, as good Christians ought, they all draw near 
The fair white temple, to the timely call 

Of pleasant bells that tremble in the ear.— 
Now the last frock, and scarlet hood, and shawl 

Fade into dusk, in the dim atmosphere 

Of the low porch, and heav'n has won them all^ 

—Saving those two, that turn aside and pasSj 

In velvet blossom, where all flesh is grasso 



Ah me ! to see their silken manors trail 'd 
In purple luxuries— with restless gold,-^ 

Flaunting the grass where widowhood has waiFd 
In blotted black, — over the heapy mould 

Panting wave- wantonly ! They never quaiPd 
How the warm vanity abused the cold ; 

Nor saw the solemn faces of the gone 

Sadly uplooking through transparent stone : 



But swept their dwellings with unquiet light. 
Shocking the awful presence of the dead ; 

Where gracious natures would their eyes benight^ 
Nor wear their being with a lip too red. 

Nor move too rudely in the summer bright 
Of sun, but put staid sorrow in their tread^ 

Meting it into steps, with inward breathy 

In ver}- pity to bereaved death. 
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Now in the church, time-sober'd minds resign 
To solemn pray'r, and the loud chanted hymn,- 

With glowing picturings oF joys divine 

Painting the mistlight where the roof is dim | 

But youth looks upward to the window shine. 
Warming with rose and purple and the swim 

Of gold, as if thought-tinted by the stains 

Of gorgeous-light through many-color'd panes | 



Soiling the virgin snow wherein God hath 
Enrobed his angels, — and with absent eyes 

Hearing of Heav'n, and its directed path, 

Thoughtful of slippers, — and the glorious skies 

Clouding with satin, — till the preacher's wrath 
Consumes his pity, and he glows, and cries 

With a deep voice that trembles in its might, 

And earnest eyes grown eloquent in light : 



"O that the vacant eye would learn to look 
On very beauty, and the heart embrace 

True loveliness, and from this holy book 

Drink the warm-breathing tenderness and graos 

Of love indeed ! O that the young soul took 
Its virgin passion from the glorious face 

Of fair religion, and address'd its strife^ 

To win the riches of eternal life I 
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^^ Doth the vain heart love glory that is none. 
And the poor excellence of vain attire ? 

O go, and drown your eyes against the sun. 
The visible ruler of the starry quire, 

Till boiling gold in giddy eddies run, 

Dazzling the brain with orbs of living fire; 

And the faint soul down darkens into night, 

/ nd dies a burning martyrdom to light. 



^^ O go, and gaze,— when the low winds of ev'n 
Breathe hymns, and Nature's many forests nod 

Their gold-crown' d heads ; and the rich blooms of neav'a 
Sun-ripen'd give their blushes up to God ; 

And mountain-rocks and cloudy steeps are riv'n 
By fcunts of fire, as smitten by the rod 

Of heavenly Moses,— that your thirsty sense 

May quench its longings of magnificence ! 



«* Yet suns shall perish— stars shall fade away- 
Day into darkness— darkness into death-— 

Death into silence ; the warm light of day, 

The blooms of summer, the rich glowing breath 

Of even — all shall wither and decay, 

Like the frail furniture of dreams beneath 

The touch of morn— or bubbles of rich dyes 

That break and vanish in the aching eyes/^ 
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They hear, soul-blushingj and repentant shed 

Unwholesome thoughts in wholesome tears, and pour 

Their sin to earth,— and with low drooping head 
Receive the solemn blessing, and implore 

Its grace— then soberly with chastened tread^ 
They meekly press towards the gusty door^ 

With humbled eyes that go to graze upon 

The lowly grass-— like him of Babylon, 



The lowly grass !— O water-constant mind ! 

Fast-ebbing holiness I— soon-fading grace 
Of serious thought, as if the gushing wind 

Through the low porch had washed it from the 
For ever !— How they lift their eyes to find 

Old vanities.— Pride wins the very place 
Of meekness, like a bird, and flutters now 
With idle wings on the curl-conscious brow ! 



And lo ! with eager looks they seek the way 
Of old temptation at the lowly gate | 

To feast on feathers, and on vain array, 

And painted cheeks, and the rich glistering state 

Of jewel-sprinkled locks.— But where are they. 
The graceless haughty ones that used to wait 

With lofty neck, and nods, and stiffen'd eye 1— 

None challenge the old homage bending hj<, 
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In vain they look for the ungracious bloom 
Of rich apparel where it glow'd beforej— 

For Vanity has faded all to gloom, 

And lofty Pride has stiffened to the core^ 

For impious Life to tremble at its doom,— 
Set for a warning token evermore, 

Whereon, as now, the giddy and the wise 

Shall gaze with lifted hands and wond'ring eyes. 



The aged priest goes on each sabbath mornj 
But shakes not sorrow under his grey hair | 

The solemn clerk goes lavender'd and shorn, 
Nor stoops his back to the ungodly pair ;~ 

And ancient lips that pucker'd up in scorn, 
Go smoothly breathing to the house of pray'r | 

And in the garden-plot, from day to day, 

The lily blooms its long white life away., 



And where two haughty maidens used to be, 
In pride of plume, where plumy Death had trod^ 

Trailing their gorgeous velvets wantonly, 
Most unmeet pall, over the holy sod ;— 

There, gentle stranger, thou may'st only see 

Two sombre Peacocks.— -^Age, with sapient nod 

Marking the spot, still tarries to declare 

How they once lived, and wherefore they are there« 
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A RETEOSPECTIVE REYIEW^ 



Oh, when I was a tiny boy 

Ay days and nights were full of joyj 

My mates were blithe and kind I— 
No wonder that I sometimes sighj 
And dash the tear-drop from my eye^ 

To cast a look behind ! 

^A h(K>p was an eternal round 

Of pleasure. In those days I found 

A top a joyous thing j— 
But now those past delights I drop, 
My head, alas ! is all my top. 

And careful thoughts the string ! 

My marbles— once my bag was stor'd-«= 
Now I must play with Elgin's lordj 

With Theseus foi a taw ! 
My playful horse has slipt his strings 
Forgotten all his capering, 

And harness' d to the law ! 

My kite— how fast and far it flew ^ 
Whilst I, a sort of Franklin, drew 

My pleasure from the sky I 
'Twas paper'd o'er with studious themes, 
The tasks I wrote— my present dreams 

Will never soar so high ! 
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My joys are wingless all and dead ; 
My dumps are made of more than lead; 

My flights soon find a fall ; 
My fears prevail, my fancies droop, 
Joy never cometh with a hoop. 

And seldom with a call ! 

My football 's laid upon the shelf | 
I am a shuttlecock myself 

The world knocks to and fro ;— 
My archery is all unlearn 'd, 
And grief against myself has turn'd 

My arrows and my bow ! 

No more in noontide sun I bask ; 
My authorship 's an endless task. 

My head 's ne'er out of school i 
My heart is pain'd with scorn and slight, 
I have too many foes to fight, 

And friends grown strangely cool ! 

The very chum that shared my cake 
Holds out so cold a hand to shake, 

It makes me shrink and sigh :~ 
On this I will not dwell and hang, 
The changeling would not feel a pang 

Though these should meet his eye! 

No skies so blue or so serene 

As then ; — no leaves look half so green 

As cloth'd the play-ground tree ! 
All things I lov'd are altered so, 
Nor does it ease my heart to know 

That change resides in me I 
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O, for the garb that mark'd thie boy. 
The trousers made of corduroy. 

Well ink'd with black and red ; 
The crownless hat, ne'er deem'd an ill — 
It only let the sunshine still 

Repose upon my head ! 

O, for the riband, round the neck ! 
The careless dog's-ears apt to deck 

My book and collar both I 
How can this formal man be styled 
Merely an Alexandrine child, 

A boy of larger growth ? 

O for that small, small beer anew ! 

And (heaven's own type) that mild sky-blue 

That wash'd my sweet meals down ; 
The master even !— -and that small Turk 
That fagg'd me I—worse is now my work— 

A fag for all the town I 

O for the lessons learn'd by heart ! 
Ay, though the very birch's smart 

Should mark those hours again ; 
I'd " kiss the rod," and be resignM 
Beneath the stroke, and even find 

Some sugar in the cane ! 

The Arabian Nights rehears'd in bed ! 
The Fairy Tales in school-time read, 

By stealth, 'twixt verb and noun ! 
The angel form that always walk'd 
In all my dreams, and look'd and talk'd 

Exactly like Miss Brown ! 
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The omne 5ewe— Christmas come I 
The prize of merit, won for home-— 

Merit had prizes then ! 
But now I write for days and days^ 
For fame— a deal of empty praisej 

Without the silver pen ! 

Then home, sweet home ! the crowded coach- 
The joyous shout— the loud appproach™ 

The winding horns like rams' ! 
The meeting sweet that made me thrill^ 
The sweetmeats almost sweeter stilly 

No * satis ^ to the « jams P— 

When that I was a tiny boy^ 

My days and nights were full of joy^ 

My mates were blithe and kind I 
No wonder that I sometimes sigh, 
And dasn the tear-drop from my eye^ 

To cast a look behind ! 



Hosted by 



Google 



THE DEPARTURE OF SUMMER. 151 



THE DEPAETUEE OP SUMMEl. 






Summer is gone on swallows' wings, 
And Earth has buried all her flowers i 
No more the lark, the linnet singSp 
But Silence sits in faded bowers. . 
There is a shadow on the plain 
Of Winter ere he comes again,^— 
There is in woods a solemn sound 
Of hollow warnings whisper'd rounds 
As Echo in her deep recess 
For once had turn'd a prophetesso 
Shuddering Autumn,.stops to list, 
And breathes his fear in sudden sighs^ 
With clouded face, and hazel eyes 
That Guench themselves, and hide in misto 

Yes, Summer 's gone like pageant bright | 
Its glorious days of golden light 
Are gone—the mimic suns that quiver. 
Then melt in Time's dark-flowing river^ 
Gone the sweetly-scented breeze 
That spoke in music to the trees | 
Gone for damp and chilly breath, 
As if fresh blown o'er marble seas^ 
Or newly from the lungs of Death.— 
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Grone its virgin roses' bluslitJb, 
Warm as when Aurora rushes 
Freshly from the god's embrace. 
With all her shame upon her face. 
Old Time hath laid them in the mould ; 
Sure he is blind as well as old^ 
Whose hand relentless never spares 
Young cheeks so beauty-bright as theirs ! 
Gone are the flame- ey'd lovers now 
From where so blushing-blest they tarried 
Under the hawthorn's blossom-bough. 
Gone ; for Day and Night are married* 
All the light of love is fled :— 
Alas I that negro breasts should hide 
The lips that were so rosy red, 
At morning and at even-tide ! 

Delightful Summer ! then adieu 
fill thou shalt visit us anew i 
But who without regretful sigh 
Can say, adieu, and see thee fly I 
Not he that e'er hath felt thy pow'r, 
His joy expanding like a flow'r 
That Cometh after rain and snow, 
Looks up at heaven, and learns to glow s-™- 
Not he that fled from Babel-strife 
To the green sabbath-land of life 
To dodge dull Care 'mid cluster^J trees, 
And cool his forehead in the breeze,— 
Whose spirit, weary-worn perchance, 
Shook from its wings a weight of grief^ 
And perch'd upon an aspen leaf. 
For every breath to make it dancoo 
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Farewell ! — on wings of sombre stain, 
That blacken in the last blue skies. 
Thou fly^st ; but thou wilt come again 
On the gay wings of butterflies. 
Spring at thy approach will sprout 
Her new Corinthian beauties out, 
Leaf- woven homes, where twitter- words 
Will grow to songs, and eggs to birds ; 
Ambitious buds shall swell to flowers, 
And April smiles to sunny hours. 
Bright days shall be, and gentle nights 
Full of soft breath and echo-lights, 
As if the god of sun-time kept 
His eyes half-open while he slept, 
Roses shall be where roses were. 
Not shadows, but reality j 
As if they never perishM there, 
But slept in immortality : 
Nature shall thrill with new delight. 
And Time's relumin'd river run 
Warm as young blood, and dazzling bright^ 
As if its source were in the sun I 

But say, hath Winter then no charms I 
Is there no joy, no gladness warms 
His aged heart ? no happy wiles 
To cheat the hoary one to smiles ? 
Onward he comes—the cruel North 
Pours his furious whirlwind forth 
Before him— -and we breathe the breath 
Of famish'd bears that howl to death. 
Onward he comes from rocks that blanch 
O'er solid streams that never flow, 
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His tears all ice, his locks all snoWj 
Just crept from some huge avalanGhe-««» 
A thing half-breathing and half-warm^ 
As if one spark began to glow 
Within some statue's marble form^ 
Or pilgrim stiffened in the storm. 
O ! will not Mirth's light arrows fail 
To pierce that frozen coat of mail ? 

! will not Joy but strive in vain 
To light up those glaz'd eyes again ? 

No I take him in, and blaze the oak^ 
And pour the wine, and warm the ale ; 
His sides shall shake to many a joke^ 
His tongue shall thaw in many a tale^ 
His eyes grow bright, his heart be gay 3 
And even his palsy charm'd away. 
What heeds he then the boisterous shout 
Of angry winds that scold without, 
- Like shrewish wives at tavern door I 
What heeds he then the wild uproar 
Of billows bursting on the shore ? 
In dashing waves, in howling breeze. 
There is a music that can charm him ; 
When safe, and sheltered, and at ease, 
He hears the storm that cannot harm him* 

But hark! those shouts ! that sudden din 
Of little hearts that laugh within. 

1 take him where the youngsters play^ 
And he will grow as young as they 1 

They come I they come ! each blue-ey'd Sporty 
The Twelfth-Night King and all his court- 
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^Tis Mirth fresh crownM with misletoe ! 

Music with her merry fiddles, 

Joy "on light fantastic toe/' 

Wit with all his jests and riddles. 

Singing and dancing as they go* 

And Love, young Love, among the rest, 

A welcome— nor unbidden guest. 

But still for Summer dost thou grieve ? 
Then read our Poets— they shall weave 
A garden of green fancies still, 
Where thy wish may rove at will. 
They have kept for after treats 
The essences of summer sweets. 
And echoes of its songs that wind 
In endless music through the mind i 
They have stamped in visible traces 
The "thoughts that breathe," in words that shme»- 
The flights of soul in sunny places-— 
To greet and coixipany with thine. 
These shall wing thee on to flowers— 
The past or future, that shall seem 
All the brighter in thy dream 
For blowing in such desert hours. 
The summer never shines so bright 
As thought of in a winter's night | 
And the sweetest loveliest rose 
Is in the bud before it blows. 
The dear one of the lover's heart 
Is painted to his longing eyes, 
In charms she ne'er can realize- 
But when she turns again to part* 
Dream thou then, and bind thy brow 
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With wreath of fancy roses noWj 

And drink of Summer in the cup 

Where the Muse hath mix'd it up ; 

The " dance, and song, and sun-burnt mirth/^ 

With the warm nectar of the earth i 

Drink ! 'twill glow in every vein, 

And thou shalt dream the winter through i 

Then waken to the sun again, 

And find thy Summer Vision true 
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FOE MUS 10. 



A LAKE and a fairy boat 

To sail in the moonlight clear,— » 

And merrily we would float 

From the dragons that watch us here I 

Thy gown shall be snow-white silk. 
And strings of orient pearls, 
Like gossamers dipp'd in milk. 
Should twine with thy raven curls ! 

Red rubies should deck thy hands, 
And diamonds should be thy dow'r— - 
But Fairies have broken their wands^ 
And wisl ing has lost its pow'r ^ 
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ODE; 



AUTUMN. 



I SAW old Autumn in the misty morn 
Stand shadowless like Silence, listening 
To silence, for no lonely bird would sing 
Into his hollow ear from woods forlorn, 
Nor lowly hedge nor solitary thorn ; 
Shaking his languid locks all dewy bright 
With tangled gossamer that fell by night. 
Pearling his coronet of golden com. 



Where are the songs of Summer ?— With the sun, 

Oping the dusky eyelids of the south, 

Till shade and silence waken up as one, 

And Morning sings with a warm odorous mouth. 

Where are the merry birds ?•— Away , away, 

On panting wings through the inclement skies, 

Lest owls should prey 

Undazzled at noon-day, 
And tear with horny beaK their lustrous eyes. 
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Where are the blooms of Summer ?— In the westj 
■ Hushing their last to the last sunny hours, 
i/Vhen the mild Eve by sudden Night is prest 
Like tearful Proserpine, snatch'd from her flow'rs 

To a most gloomy breast. 
Where is the pride of Summer, — the green primej— 
The many, many leaves all twinkling /?— Three 
On the moss'd elm ; three on the naked lime 
Trembling,— and one upon the old oak tree ! 

Where is the Dryad's immortality ?~ 
Gone into mournful cypress and dark yew, 
Or wearing the long gloomy Winter through 

In the smooth holly's green eternity. 



The squirrel gloats on his accomplished hoard, 

The ants have brimmed their garners with ripe grain, 

And honey bees have stor'd 
The sweets of summer in their luscious cells ; 
The swallows all have winged across the main \ 
But here the Autumn melancholy dwells, 

And sighs her tearful spells 
Amongst the sunless shadows of the plain « 
Alone, alone. 
Upon a mossy stone, 
She sits and reckons up the dead and gone 
With the last leaves for a love-rosaryj 
Whilst all the wither' d world looks drearily, 
Like a dim picture of the drowned past 
In the hush'd mind's mysterious far away, 
Doubtful what ghostly thing will steal the last 
Into that distance, grey upon the grey. 
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O go and sit with her^ and be o'ershaded 
Under the languid downfall of her hair ; 
She wears a coronal of flowers faded 
Upon her forehead, and a face of care ;— 
There is enough of witherM everywhere 
To make her bower,— and enough of gloom | 
There is enough of sadness to invite. 
If only for the rose that died, whose doom 
Is Beauty's,— -she that with the living bloom 
Of conscious cheeks most beautifies the light 2 
There is enough of sorrowing, and quite 
Enough of bitter fruits the earth doth bear,--^ 
Enough of chilly droppings from her bow ^ 
Enough of fear and shadowy despair, 
To frame her cloudy prison for the soul ^ 
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HYMN TO THE SUN. 



Giver of glowing light ! 
Though but a god of other days, 

The kings and sages 

Of wiser ages 
Still live and gladden in thy genial rays! 

King of the tuneful lyre, 
Still poets' hymns to thee belong ; 
Though lips are cold 
Whereon of old 
Thy beams all turned to worshipping and song ! 

Lord of the dreadful bow, 
None triumph now for Python's death | 

But thou dost save 

From hungry grave 
The life that hangs upon a summer breatho 

Father of rosy day, 
No more thy clouds of incense rise | 
But waking fiow'rs. 
At morning hours^ 
Give out their sweets to meet thee in the 8kies» 
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God of the Delphic fane. 
No more thou listenest to hymns sublime | 

But they will leave 

On winds at eve, 
A solemn echo to the end of time* 
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TO A COLD BEAUTY. 



Lady, wouldst thou heiress be 
To Winter's cold and cruel part f 

When he sets the rivers free. 

Thou dost still lock up thy heart ;— 

Thou that shouldst outlast the snow. 

But in the whiteness of thy brow I 

II. 

Scorn and cold neglect are made 
For winter gloom and winter wind. 

But thou wilt wrong the summer air^ 
Breathing it to words unkind,— 

Breath which only should belong 

To love, to sunlight, and to song ! 



When the little buds unclose, 

Red, and white, and pied, and blue. 

And that virgin flow'r, the rose, 
Opes her heart to hold the dew, 

Wilt thou lock thy bosom up 

With no jewel in its cupf 
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Let not cold December sit 

Thus in Love's peculiar throne? 

Brooklets are not prison'd now. 
But crystal frosts are all agone, 

And that which hangs upon the spray^ 

It is no snoW;^ but flow'r of May ! 
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The Autumn skies are jflosh'd with gold^ 
And fair and bright the rivers run ; 
These are but streams of winter cold. 
And painted mists that quench the sun. 



In secret boughs no sweet birds sing, 
In secret boughs no bird can shroud ; 
These are but leaves that take to wing, 
And wintry v/inds that pipe so loud. 



'Tis not trees' shade, but cloudy glooms 
That on the cheerless valleys fall, 
The flowers are in their grassy tombs^ 
And tears of dew are on them alL 
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THE SEA OP DEATH. 

A FRAGME3JIT 



' - " -'""'"'-'^ Methought I saw 
Life swiftly treading over endless space ; 
And, at her foot-print, but a bygone pace, 
The ocean-past, which, with increasing wave^ 
Swallow'd her steps like a pursuing grave. 

Sad were my thoughts that anchored silently 
On the dead waters of that passionless sea, 
UnstlrrM by any tduch of living breath : 
Silence hung over it, and drowsy Death, 
Like a gorged sea-bird, slept with folded wings 
On crowded carcases— sad passive things 
That wore the thin grey surface, like a veil 
Over the calmness of their features pale. 

And there were spring-faced cherubs that did sleep 

Like water-lilies on that motionless deep, 

How beautiful ! with bright unruffled hair 

On sleek unfretted brows, and eyes that were 

Buried in marble tombs, a pale eclipse ! 

And smile-bedimpled cheeks, and pleasant lips^ 

Meekly apart, as if the soul intense 

Spake out in dreams of its own innocence % 
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And so they lay in loveliness, and kept 

The birth-night of their peace, that Life e'en wept 

With very envy of their happy fronts ; 

For there were neighbor brows scarr'd by the brunts 

Of strife and sorrowing-— where Care had set 

His crooked autograph, and marr'd the jet 

Of glossy locks, with hollow eyes forlorn, 

And lips that curl'd in bitterness and scorn™ 

Wretched,— as they had breathed of this world's pain^ 

And so bequeath^ it to the world again 

Through the beholder's heart in heavy sighso 

So lay they garmented in torpid light, 

Under the pall of a transparent night, 

Like solemn apparitions lullM sublime 

To everlasting rest,— and with them Time 

Slept, as he sleeps upon the silent face 

Of a dark dial in a sunless place. 
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BALLAD. 



She's up and gone, the graceless Girl ! 

And robb'd my failing years | 
My blood before was thin and cold 

But now 'tis turn'd to tears ;— 
My shadow falls upon my grave. 

So near the brink I stand, 
She might have stayed a little yet^ 

And led me by the hand ! 

Aye, call her on the barren raoor^ 

And call her on the hillj 
'Tis nothing but the heron's cry, 

And plover's answer shrill | 
My child is flown on wilder wings, 

Than they have ever spread, 
And I may even walk a waste 

That widen'd when she fiedo 

Full many a thankless child has been, 

But never one like mine ; 
Her meat was served on plates of gold. 

Her drink was rosy wine ; 
But now she'll share the robin's food, 

And sup the common rill, 
Before her feet will turn again 

To meet her father's will I 
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SiaH onj sad heart, for Love's eclipse 

And Beauty's fairest queen, 
Tho' 'tis not for my peasant lips 

To soil her name between : 
A king might lay his sceptre down. 

But I am poor and naught. 
The brow should wear a golden crowa 

That wears her in its thought. 

The diamonds glancing in her hair. 

Whose sudden beams surprise, 
Might hid such humble hopes beware 

The glancing of her eyes j 
Yet looking once, I looked too long, 

And if my love is sin, 
Death follows on the heels of wrong. 

And kills the crime within. 

Her dress seem'd wove of lily leaves, 

It was so pure and fine, 
O lofty wears, and lowly weaves, 

But hodden grey is mine : 
And homely hose must step apart, 

Where garter'd princes stand, 
But may he wear my love at heart 

That wins her lily hand ! 

9 
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Alas ! tliere's far from russet frieze 

To silks and satin gowns. 
But I doubt if God made like degrees^ 

In courtly hearts and clowns. 
My father wrong'd a maiden's mirthp 

And brought her cheeks to blamcj 
And all that's lordly of my birthj 

Is my reproach and shame ! 

^Tis vain to weep,— -'tis vain to sighy 

^Tis vain this idle speech^ 
For where her happy pearls do lie^ 

My tears may never reach ; 
Yet when I 'm gone, e'en iofty pride 

May say of what has been. 
His love was nobly born and died, 

Tho' all the rest was mean ! 

My speech is rude,— but speech is weal 

Such love as mine to tellj 
Yet had I words, I dare not speakj 

So, Lady, fare thee well ; 
I will not wish thy better state 

Was one of low degree, 
But I must weep that partial fate 

Made such a churl of me,, 
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THE WATER LADIo 



AlaSj the moon should ever beam 
To show what man should never see !- 
I saw a maiden on a stream. 
And fair was she ! 

I stayed awhile, to see her throw 
Her tresses back, that all beset 
The fair horizon of her brow 
With clouds, of jet. 

I stayed a little while to view 
Her cheek, that wore in place of red 
The bloom of water, tender him, 
Daintily spread. 

I stayed to watch, a little space^ 
Her parted lips if she would smg ; 
The waters closed above her face^ 
With many a ring. 

And still I stayM a little more^ 
Alas ! she never comes again | 
I throw my flow'rs from the shore, 
And watch in vain, 

I know my life will fade awayj 
I know that I must vainly pine. 
For I am made of mortal clay. 
But she's divine ! 
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THE EXILE. 



The swallow with summer 

Will wing o'er the seasy 
The wind that I sigh to 

Will visit thy trees. 
The ship that it hastens 

Thy ports will contain. 
But me — I must never 

See England again ! 

There 's many that weep there, 

But one weeps alone. 
For the tears that are falling 

So far from her own | 
So far from thy own, loYe^ 

We know not our pain ; 
If death is between us, 

Or only the main. 

When the white cloud reclines 

On the verge of the sea, 
I fancy the white cliffs, 

And dream upon thee ; 
But the cloud spreads its wings 

To the blue heav'n and flies^ 
We never shall meet, love, 

Except in the skies I 
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TO AN ABSENTEE. 



O'er hill, and dale, and distant sea, 
Through all the miles that stretch between, 
Mj thought must fly to rest on thee, 
A.nd would, though worlds should intervene. 

Nay, thou art now so dear, methinks 
The farther we are forc'd apart, 
Affection's firm elastic links 
But bind the closer round the heartc 

Por now we sever each from each, 
I learn what I have lost in thee | 
Mas, that nothing less could teach, 
How great indeed my love should be ! 

Farewell ! I did not know thy worth. 
But thou art gone, and now 'tis prizM | 
So angels walked unknown on earth, 
But when they fiev^ were recognized I 
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SONG. 



The stars are with the voyager 

Wherever he may sail ; 
The moon is constant to her time | 

The sun will never fail ; 
But follow^ follow round the world, 

The green earth and the sea, 
- So love is with the lover's hearty 

Wherever he may be. 



Wherever he may be, the stars 

Must daily lose their light ; 
The moon will veil her in the shade | 

The sun will set at night. 
The sun may set, but constant love 

Will shine when he 's away | 
So that dull night is never night, 

And day is brighter day. 
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ODE TO THE MOON. 



Mother of light I how fairly dost thou go 
Over those hoary crests, divinely led !™ 
Art thou that huntress of the silver bow 
Fabled of old ? Or rather dost thou tread 
Those cloudy summits thence to gaze below, 
Like the wild Chamois from her Alpine snow. 
Where hunter never climb'd,— secure from dread 1 
How many antique fancies have I read 
Of that mild presence ! and how many wrought ! 

Wondrous and brightj 

Upon the silver lights 
Chasing fair figures with the artist^ Thought ! 



What art thou like ?— Sometimes I see thee ride 

A far-bound galley on its perilous way. 

Whilst breezy waves toss up their silvery spray ;- 

Sometimes behold thee glide, 
ClusterM by all thy family of stars. 
Like a lone widow, through the welkin wide. 
Whose pallid cheek the midnight sorrow mars |— =- 
Sometimes I watch thee on from steep to steep^ 
Timidly lighted by thy vestal torch^ 
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Till in some Latmlan cave I see thee creep, 
To catch the young Endymion asleep,™ 
Leaving thy splendor at the jagged porch ! 



Oh ! thou art beautiful, however it be ! 
Huntress, or Dian, or whatever nam'd ; 
And he, the veriest Pagan, that first framM 
A silver idol, and ne^er worshipped thee !•— 
It is too late, or thou should'st have my knee | 
Too late now for the old Ephesian vows, 
And not divine the crescent on thy brows !— 
Yet, call thee nothing but the mere mild Moon, 

Behind those chestnut boughs^ 
Casting their dappled shadows at my feet | 
I will be grateful for that simple boon, 
In many a thoughtful verse and anthem sweety 
And bless thy dainty face whene'er we meeto 



In nights far gone,™ay5 far away and dead,-— 

Before Care-fretted with a lidless eye,— 

I was thy wooer on my little bed, 

Letting the early hours of rest go by. 

To see thee flood the heaven with milky light, 

And feed thy snow-white swans, before I slept | 

For thou wert then purveyor of my dreams,--- 

Thou wert the fairies' armorer, that kept 

Their burnish'd helms, and crowns, and corslets bright, 

Their spears, and glittering mails ; 
And ever thou didst spill in winding streams 

Sparkles and midnight gleams. 
For fishes to new gloss their argent scales !— 



Hosted by 



Google 



ODE TO THE MOOK 111 



Why sighs !— why creeping tears ?— why clasped hands I- 

Is it to count the boy's expended dower ? 

That fairies since have broke their gifted wands ? 

That young Delightj like any o'erblown fiow'r, 

Gave, one by one, its sweet leaves to the ground ?— 

Why then, fair Moon, for all thou mark'st no hour. 

Thou art a sadder dial to old Time 

Than ever I have found 
On sunny garden-plot, or moss-grown tow^r^ 
Motto'd with stern and melancholy rhyme. 



Why should I grieve for this 1 — O I must yeariij 

Whilst Time, conspirator with Memory, 

Keeps his cold ashes in an ancient urn. 

Richly emboss'd with childhood's revelry, 

With leaves and clustered fruits, and flowVs eteme,- 

(Eternal to the world, though not to me), 

Aye there will those brave sports and blossoms be^ 

The deathless wreath, and undecay'd festoon, 

When I am hears'd within,-— 
Less than the pallid primrose to the Moon, 
That now she watches through a vapor thino 



So let it be :— Before I liv'd to sigh, 
Thou wert in Avon, and a thousand rills, 
Beautiful Orb ! and so, whene'er I lie 
Trodden, thou wilt be gazing from thy hills. 
Blest be tjy loving light, where'er it spills, 
And blessed thy fair face, O Mother mJld ! 

9* 
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Still shine, the soul of rivers as they run. 
Still lend thy lonely lamp to lovers fondj 
And blend their plighted shadows into one:™ 
Still smile at even on the bedded child. 
And close his eyelids with thy silver wand !~ 
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WEliCOME, dear Heart, and a most kind good-morrow | 
The day is gloomy, but our looks shall shine :—» 
Flow'rs I have none to give thee, but I borrow 
Their sweetness in a verse to speak for thine. 

Here are red roses, gathered at thy cheeks, 
The white were all too happy to look white i 
For love the rose, for faith the lily speaks ; 
It withers in false hands, but here His bright ! 

Dost love sweet Hyacinth ? Its scented leaf 
Curls manifold,— all love's delights blow double s 
^Tis said this floweret is inscribed with grieii™ 
But let that hint of a forgotten trouble « 

I pluckM the Primrose at night's dewy noon ; 
Like Hope, it show'd its blossoms in the night ;— 
'Twas, like Endymion, watching for the Moon ! 
And here are Sun-flowers, amorous of light ! 

These golden Buttercups are April's seal,™ 
The Daisy stars her constellations be : 
These grew so lowly, I was forced to kneel, 
Therefore I pluck no Daisies but for thee I 

Here 's Daisies for the morn, Primrose for gloom, 
Pansies and Roses for the noontide hours : — > 
A wight once made a dial of their bL>om,— 
So mtxy thy life be measur'd out by flow'rs ! 
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THE POESAKEN. 



The dead are in their silent graves. 
And the dew is cold above, 
And the living weep and sigh. 
Over dust that once was lovOo 

Once I only wept the dead, 
But now the living cause my pain t 
How couldst thou steal me from my tears^ 
To leave me to my tears again ? 

My Mother rests beneath the sod,~ 
Her rest is calm and very deep i 
I wish'd that she could see our loves,«— 
But now I gladden in her sleep. 

Last night unbound my raven locks, 
The morning saw them turnM to grey. 
Once they were black and well belov'd, 
But thou art changM,— and so are they ! 

The useless lock I gave thee once, 

To gaze upon and think of me, 

Was ta^en with smiles,— but this was torn 

In sorrow that I send to thee ! 
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L 
WRITTEN IN A VOLUME OF SHAKSPEAEE^ 



How bravely Autumn paints upon the sky 

The gorgeous fame of Summer which is fled I 

Hues of all flow'rs that in their ashes lie, 

Trophied in that fair light whereon they fed, 

Tulipj and hyacinth, and sweet rose redj--^ 

Like exhalations from the leafy mould. 

Look here how honor glorifies the dead. 

And warms their scutcheons with a glance of gold !« 

Such is the memory of poets old, 

Who on Parnassus' hill have bloom'd elate | 

Now they are laid under their marbles cold. 

And turn'd to clay, whereof they were create ; 

But God Apollo hath them all enrolPd, 

And blazon'd on the very clouds of fate ! 
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IL 

TO FANCYo 



Most delicate Ariel ! submissive thing, 
Won by the mind's high magic to its hest,--^ 
Invisible embassy, or secret guest,— 
Weighing the light air on a lighter wing ;™ 
Whether into the midnight moon, to bring 
Illuminate visions to the eye of rest,— 
Or rich romances from the florid West,— 
Or to the sea, for mystic whispering,— 
Still by thy charmM allegiance to the willj 
The fruitful wishes prosper in the brain, 
As by the fingering of fairy skill,— 
Moonlight, and waters, and soft music's strain^ 
, Odors, and blooms, and my Miranda's smile, 
Making this dull world an enchanted isle. 
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III. 

TO AN ENTHUSIASTo 



Young ardent soul, graced with fair Nature's truth, 
Spring warmth of heart, and fervency of mind, 
And still a large late love of all thy kind. 
Spite of the world's cold practice and Time's tooth,- 
For all these gifts, I know not, in fair sooth, 
Whether to give thee joy, or bid thee blind 
Thine eyes with tears,- — that thou hast not resign^ 
The passionate fire and fierceness of thy youth : 
For as the current of thy life shall flow, 
Gilded by shine of sun or shadow-stainM, 
Through flow'ry valley or unwholesome feni 
Thrice blessed in thy joy, or in thy woe 
Thrice cursed of thy race,— thou art ordain'd 
To share beyond the lot of common men. 
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IVo 

It is not deathj that sometime in a sigh 

This eloquent breath shall take its speechless flight | 

That sometime these bright stars^ that now reply 

In sunlight to the sun, shall set in night ; 

That this warm conscious flesh shall perish quite^ 

And all life's ruddy springs forget to flow ; 

That thoughts shall cease, and the immortal spright 

Be lapp'd in alien clay and laid below ; 

It is not death to know this,— but to know 

That pious thoughts, which visit at new graves 

In tender pilgrimage, will cease to go 

So duly and so oft,— and when grass waves 

Over the past- away, there may be then 

No resurrection in the minds of men. 
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By ev'ry sweet tradition of true hearts, 
Graven by Time, in love with his own lore| 
By all old martyrdoms and antique smarts, 
Wherein Love died to be alive the more | 
Yea, by the sad impression on the. shore. 
Left by the drown'd Leander, to endear 
That coast for ever, where the billow's roar 
Moaneth for pity in the Poet's ear ; 
By Hero's faith, and the foreboding tear 
That quench'd her brand's last twinkle in its fall 5 
By Sappho's leap, and the low rustling fear 
That sigh'd around her flight; I swear by all, 
The world shall find such pattern in my act, 
As if Love's great examples still were lack'd. 
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YL 

ON RECEIVIN& A GIFTo 



Look how the golden ocean shines above 

Its pebbly stones, and magnifies their girth ; 

So does the bright and blessed light of love 

Its own things glorify, and raise their worth. 

As weeds seem flowers beneath the flattering brine, 

And stones like gems, and gems as gems indeed, 

Ev'n so our tokens shine ; nay, they outshine 

Pebbles and pearls, and gems and coral weed | 

For where be ocean waves but half so clear, 

So calmly constant, and so kindly warm, 

As Love's most mild and glowing atmosphere^ 

That hath no dregs to be upturn'd by storm ? 

Thus, sweet, thy gracious gifts are gifts of price, 

And more than gold to doting Avarice, 
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SILENCEo 



There is a silence where hath been no sounds 

There is a silence where no sound may be. 

In the cold grave — -under the deep, deep sea. 

Or in wide desert where no life is found, 

Which hath been mute, and still must sleep profound ; 

No voice is hush'd — no life treads silently, 

But clouds and cloudy shadows wander free, 

That never spoke, over the idle ground s 

But in green ruins, in the desolate walls 

Of antique palaces, where Man hath been, 

Though the dun fox, or wild hyena, calls, 

And owls, that flit continually between, 

Shriek to the echo, and the low winds moany 

There the true Silence is, self-conscious and alone. 
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VIIL 

The curse of Adam, the old curse of allj, 

Though I inherit in this feverish life 

Of worldly toilj vain wishes, and hard strife, 

And fruitless thought, in Care's eternal thrall^ 

Yet more sweet honey than of bitter gall 

I taste, through thee, my Eva, my sweet wife.. 

Then what was Man'slost Paradise !— how rife 

Of bliss, since love is with him in his fall ! 

Such as our own pure passion still might frame, 

Of this fair earth, and its delightful bow'rs, 

If no fell sorrow, like the serpent, came 

To trail its venom o'er the sweetest flow'rs |-— 

But oh ! as many and such tears are ours, 

As only should be shed for guilt and shame I 



Hosted by 



Google 



SONNETS 189 



LovEj dearest Lady, such as I would speak 
Lives not within the humor of the eye |~ 
Not being but an outward phantasy^ 
That skims the surface of a tinted cheek,™ 
Else it would wane with beauty, and grow weak^ 
As if the rose made summer, — -and so lie 
Amongst the perishable things that dh\ 
Unlike the love which I would give and seek ; 
Whose health is of no hue— to feel decay 
Witli cheeks' decay, that have a rosy prime. 
Love is its own great loveliness alway, 
And takes new lustre from the touch of time ; 
its bough owns no December and no May, 
But bears its blossom into Winter's climes 
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THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK, 

AN ALLEGORY, 



There 's a murmur in the air. 

And noise in every street— 
The murmur of many tongues, 

The noise of numerous feet- 
While round the Workhouse door 

The Laboring Classes flock | 
For why ? the Overseer of the Poor 

Is setting the Workhouse Clocko 

Who does not hear the tramp 

Of thousands speeding along 
Of either sex and various stamp, 

Sickly, crippled, or strong, 
Walking, limping, creeping, 

From court, and alley, and lane. 
But all in one direction sweeping, 

Like rivers that seek the main ? 
Who does not see them sally 

From mill, and garret, and room, 
In lane, and court, and alley. 
From homes in poverty's lowest valley, 

Furnished with shuttle and loom™ 
Poor slaves of Civilisation's galley— 

10 
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A.nd in the road and footways rally^ 
As if for the Day of Doom ? 

Somej of hardly human form^ 

Stunted, crooked, and crippled by toil ^ 
Dingy with smoke, and dust, and oilj 
And smirch'd besides with vicious soil. 

Clustering, mustering, all in a swarm » 
Fathers mother, and careful childj 
Looking as if it had never smiled— 

The Sempstress, lean, and weary, and wan^ 

With only the ghosts of garments on— 
The Weaver, her sallow neighbor ; 

The grim and sooty Artisan ; 

Every soul — child, woman, or man^ 
Who lives — or dies— by laboro 

Stirred by an overwhelming zeal, 

And social impulse, a terrible throng f 
Leaving shuttle, and needle, and wheel, 
Furnace, and grindstone, spindle, and reel. 
Thread, and yarn, and iron, and steel — » 
Yea, rest and the yet untasted meal- 
Gushing, rushing, crushing along, 
A very torrent of Man ! 

Urged by the sighs of sorrow and wrongj 
Grown at last to a hurricane strongj 
Stop its course who can I 

Stop who can its onward course 
And irresistible moral force ; 
O ! vain and idle dream ! 

For surely as men are all akin^ 
Whether of fair or sable skin. 
According to Nature's scheme. 
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That Huma,n Movement contains withiiij 
A Blood "Power stronger than Steam , 

Onward, onward, with hasty feet. 

They swarm-— and westward still- 
Masses born to drink and eat, 
But starving amidst WhitechapePs meat. 

And famishing down Cornhill ! 
Through the Poultry— but still unfed— 
Christian charity, hang your head ! 
Hungry-— passing the Street of Bread ; 

Thirsty— the Street of Milk ; 
Ragged— beside the Ludgate Mart, 
So gorgeous, through Mechanic- Artj 

With cotton, and wool, and silk ! 

At last, before that door 

That bears so many a knock, 
Ere ever it opens to Sick or Poor, 

Like sheep they huddle and flock— 
And would that all the Good and Wise 
Could see the Million of hollow eyes, 
With a gleam derived from Hope and the skies. 

Upturned to the Workhouse Clock ! 

Oh ! that the Parish Powers, 
Who regulate Labor's hours, 

The daily amount of human trial j 

Weariness, pain, and self-denial, 

Would turn from the artificial dial 
That striketh ten or eleven, 

And go, for once, by that older one 

That stands in the light of Nature's sun^ 
And takes its time from Heaven ! 
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To the Editor of the JlthencBum. 
My dear S1R5— The following Ode was written anticipating the tone of 
some strictures on my writings, by the gentleman to whom it is addressed. 
I have not seen his book ; but I know by hearsay that some of my verses 
are characterized as " profaneness and ribaldry "—citing, in proof j the 
description of a certain sow, from vv^hose jaw a cabbage sprout— 

Protrudedj as the dove so staunch 
For peace supports an olive branch. 

If the printed works of my Censor had not prepared me for any misappli- 
cation of typeSi I should have been surprised by this misapprehension of 
one of the commonest emblems. In some cases the dove unquestionably 
stands for the Divine Spirit; but the same bird is also a lay representative 
of the peace of this world, and, as such, has figured time out of mind in 
allegorical pictures. The sense in which it was used by me is plain from 
the context ; at least, it would be plain to any one but a fisher for faults, 
predisposed to carp at some things, to dab at others, and to flounder in all. 
But I am possibly in error. It is the female swine, perhaps, that is pro- 
faned in the eyes of the Oriental tourist. Men find strange ways of mark- 
ing their intolerance ; and the spirit is certainly strong enough, in Mr. W.'s 
works, to set up a creature as sacred, in sheer opposition to the Mussulman, 
with whom' she is a beast of abomination. It would only be going the 
whole sow. 

I amg dear Sir^ yours very truly, 

Thos Hood. 
1837. 
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ODE TO RAE WILSON, ESQUIRE, 



Close, close your eyes with holy dreads 

And weave a ch'cle round liim thrice ; 

For he on honey-dew hath fed. 

And drunk the milk of Paradise \— -Coleridge. 

It's very hard them kind of men 
Won't let a body be.— OZd: Ballad, 

A. -WANDERER, Wilson, fpom my native land. 
Remote, O Rae, from godliness and thee^ 
Where rolls between us the eternal sea. 
Besides some furlongs of a foreign sand^— 
Beyond the broadest Scotch of London Wail | 
Beyond the loudest Saint that has a call | 
Across the wavy waste between us stretch'dj 
A friendly missive warns me of a stricture^ 
Wherein my likeness you have darkly etch^dj 
And tho' I have not seen the shadow sketchMj 
Thus I remark prophetic on the picture, 

I guess the features :~in a line to paint 
Their moral ugliness, Fm not a saint. 
Not one of those self-constituted saints, 
Quacks— not physicians— in the cure of souls, 
Censors who sniff out mortal taints. 
And call the devil over his own coals- 
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Those pseudo Privy Councillors of God, 

Who write down judgments with a pen hard-nibbM ; 

Ushers of Beelzebub's Black Rod, 
Commending sinners, not to ice thick-ribbM, 
But endless flames, to scorch them up like flax-— 
Yet sure of heav'n themselves, as if they'd cribbed 
Th' impression of St. Peter's keys in wax I 

Of such a character no single trace 

Exists, I know, in my fictitious face ; 

There wants a certain cast about the eye; 

A certain lilUng of the nose's tip ; 

A certain curling of the nether lip, 

In scorn of all that is, beneath the sky ; 

In brief it is an aspect deleterious, 

A face decidedly not serious, 

A face profane, that would not do at all 

To make a face at Exeter Hall,— 

That Hall where bigots rant, and cant, and prajj, 

And laud each other face to face, 

Till ev'ry farthing-candle ray 

Conceives itself a great gas-light of grace 

Well I-— be the graceless lineaments confest ! 
I do enjoy this bounteous beauteous earth ; 

And dote upon a jest 
" Within the limits of becoming mirth ;"— 
No solemn sanctimonious face I pull, 
Nor think I 'm pious when I 'm only bilious™ 
Nor study in my sanctum supercilious 
To frame a Sabbath Bill or forge a BulL 
I pray for grace— repent each sinful act- 
Peruse, but underneath the rose, my Bible | 
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And love my neighbor far too well, in fact. 
To call and twit him with a godly tract 
That's turnM by application to a libel. 
My heart ferments not with the bigot's ieavenp 
All creeds I Yiew with toleration thoroughj 
And have a horror of regarding heaven 
As anybody's rotten borough. 

What else ? no part I take in party fray^ 

With tropes from Billinsgate's slang- whanging tartarSi 

I fear no Pope— and let great Ernest play 

At Fox and Goose with Fox's Martyrs I 

I own I laugh at over-righteous men, 

I own I shake my sides at ranters^ 

And treat sham-Abr'am saints with wicked banters^ 

I even own, that there are times — -but then 

It 's when I 've got my wine— I say d canters I 

I 've no ambition to enact the spy 

On fellow souls, a Spiritual Pry— • 

'Tis said that people ought to guard their noses 

Who thrust them into matters none of theirs ; 

And tho' no delicacy discomposes 

Your Saint, yet I consider faith and pray'rs 

Amongst the privatest of men's afFairSo 

I do not hash the Gospel in my booksj 
And thus upon the public mind intrude itj 
As if I thought, like Otaheitan cooks, 
No food was fit to eat till I had chew'd itc 
On Bible stilts I don't affect to stalk ; 
Nor lard with Scripture my familiar talk,™ 

For man may pious texts repeat, 
And yet religion have no inward seat | 
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*Tis not so plain as the old Hill of Howthj 
A man has got his belly full of meat 
Because he talks with victuals in his mouth ! 

Mere verbiage,— it is not vi^orth a carrot ! 
Why, Socrates or Plato— where's the odds ?-— 
Once taught a jay to supplicate the Gods, 
And made a Polly-theist of a Parrot ! 

A mere professor, spite of all his cant, Is 
Not a v^hit better than a Mantis,— ' 
An insect, of what clime I can't determine. 
That lifts its paws m^st parson-like, and thence^ 
By simple savagefi— thro' sheer pretence- 
Is reckoned quite a saint amongst the vermino 

But Where's the reverence, or where the notiSf 
To ride on one's religion thro' the lobby, 
Whether as stalking-horse or hobby. 
To show its pious paces to " the House ?" 

1 honestly confess that I would hinder 
The Scottish member's legislative rigs, 

That spiritual Pinder, 
Who looks on erring souls as straying pigs, 
That must be lash'd by law, wherever founds 
And driv'n to church, as to the parish pound* 
I do confess, without reserve or wheedle, 
I view that grovelling idea as one 
Worthy some parish clerk's ambitious son, 
A charity-boy who longs to be a beadle o 

On such a vital topic sure 'tis odd 

How much a man can differ from his neighbor % 
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One wishes worship freely giv'n to God. 
Another wants to make it statute-labor— 
The broad distinction in a line to draw^ 
As means to lead us to the skies above. 
You say — Sir Andrew and his love of law. 
And I— the Saviour with his law of love. 

Spontaneously to God should tend the soulj 

Like the magnetiG needle to the Pole ; 

But what were that intrinsic virtue worthj 

Suppose some fellow, with more zeal than knowledge^ 

Fresh from St. Andrew's College, 
Should nail the conscious needle to the north ? 

I do confess that I abhor and shrink 

From schemes, with a religious willy-nillyj 

That frown upon St. Giles's sins, but blink 

The peccadilloes of all Piccadilly— 

My soul revolts at such a bare hypocrisyj 

And will not, dare not, fancy in accord 

The Lord of Hosts with an Exclusive Lord 

Of this world's aristocracy. 
It will not own a notion so unholy. 
As thinking that the rich by easy trips 
May go to heav'n, whereas the poor and lowly 
Must work their passage, as they do in shipso 

One place there is— beneath the burial sod 
Where all mankind are equalized by death | 
Another place there is— the Fane of God, 
V/here all are equal who draw living breath |— • 
Juggle who will elsewhere with his own soul. 
Playing the Judas with a temporal dole™ 
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He who can come beneath that awful copej, 
In the dread presence of a Maker just. 
Who metes to ev'ry pinch of human dust 
One even measure of immortal hope — ■ 
He who can stand within that holy door, 
With soul unbowed by that pure spirit-level, 
And frame unequal laws for rich and poor,-— 
Might sit for Hell and represent the Devil ! 

Such are the solemn sentiments, O RaCj 

In your last Journey- Work, perchance you ravage^ 

Seeming, but in more courtly terms, to say 

Fm but a heedless, creedless, godless, savage ; 

A very Guy, deserving fire and fagots,— 

A Scoffer, always on the grin, 
And sadly given to the mortal sin 
Of liking Mawworms less than merry maggots I 

The humble records of my life to search, 

I have not herded with mere pagan beasts ; 

But sometimes I have " sat at good men's feasts,^^ 

And I have been " where bells have knoll'd to church, ^^ 

Dear bells ! how sweet the sounds of village bells 

When on the undulating air they swim ! 

Now loud as welcomes ! faint, now, as farewells I 

And trembling all about the breezy dells 

As fiutterM hj the wings of.Cherubime 

Meanwhile the bees are chanting a low hymn ^ 

And lost to sight th' ecstatic lark above 

Sings, like a soul beatified, of love,— 

With, now and then, the coo of the wild pigeon |-»- 

O Pagans, Heathens, Infidels, and Doubters ! 

If such sweet sounds can't woo you to religion. 

Will the harsh voices of church cads and touters f 
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A man may cry Church ! Churcnl at ev'iy wordj 
With no more piety than other people— 
A daw 's not reckonM a religious bird 
Because it keeps a-cawing from a steeple. 
The Temple is a good, a holy place, 
But quacking only gives it an ill savor | 
While saintly mountebanks the porch disgrace^ 
And bring religion's self into disfavor ! 

Behold yon servitor of God and Mammon, 
Who, binding up his Bible v^ith his Ledger, 

Blends Gospel texts with trading gammon^ 
A black-leg saint, a spiritual hedger, 
Who backs his rigid Sabbath, so to speak 
Against the wicked remnant of the week, 
A saving bet against his sinful bias — 
" Rogue that I am,^^ he whispers to himself, 
"I lie — -I cheat — do anything for pelf, 
But who on earth can say I am not pious ?" 

In proof how over- righteousness re- acts, 
Accept an anecdote well bas'd on facts. 

One Sunday morning — (at the day don't fret)™ 

In riding with a friend to Ponder 's End 

Outside the stage, we happened to commend 

A certain mansion that we saw To Let. 

" Aye," cried our coachman, with our talk to grapple, 

" You're right ! no house along the road comes nigh it ! 

'Twas built by the same man as built yon chapel, 

And master wanted once to buy it,-— 
But t'other driv the bargain much too hard— • 

He ax'd suve4y a sum piirdigious ! 
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But being so particular religiousj 

Why, that, you see, put master on his guard V^ 

Church is " a little heav'n below, 
I ha.ve been there and still would go/^™ 
Yet I am none of those who think it odd 
A man can pray unbidden from the cassock^ 
And, passing by the customary hassockj 
Kneel down remote upon the simple sod. 
And sue in forma pauperis to God. 

As for the rest,-— intolerant to none, 
• Whatever shape the pious rite may bear, 
Ev'n the poor Pagan's homage to the Sun 
I would not harshly scorn, lest even there 
I spurn'd some elements of Christian pray'r — 
An aim, tho' erring, at a " world ayont '^ — - 

Acknowledgment of good — of man's futility, 
A sense of need, a\ncl weakness, and indeed 
That very thing so many Christians want- 
Humility. 

Such, unto Papists, Jews or turban'd Turks, 
Such is my spirit — -(I don't mean my wraith I) 
Such, may it please you, is my humble faith ; 
I know, full well, you do not like mj works! 
I have not sought, 'tis true, the Holy Land, 
As full of texts as Cuddie Headrigg's mother^, 

The Bible in one hand. 
And my own common-place-book in the other«»»« 
But you have been to Palestine— alas ! 
Some minds improve by travel, others, rather^ 
Resemble copper wire, or brass^ 
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Which gets the narrower by going farther ! 
Worthless are all such Pilgrimages— very ! 
If Palmers at the Holy Tomb contrive 
The human heats and rancor to revive 
That at the Sepulchre they ought to bury, 
A sorry sight it is to rest the eye on^ 
To see a Christian creature graze at Sion, 
Then homeward, of the saintly pasture fullj 
Rush bellowing, and breathing fire and smoke. 
At crippled Papistry to butt and poke. 
Exactly as a skittish Scottish bull 
Hunts an old woman in a scarlet cloke 1 

Why leave a serious, moral, pious home, 
Scotland, renowned for sanctity of old, 
Far distant Catholics to rate and scold 
For— doing as the Romans do at Rome ? 
With such a bristling spirit wherefore quit 
The Land of Cakes for any land of wafers, 
About the graceless images to flit, 
And buzz and chafe importunate as chafers. 
Longing to carve the carvers to Scotch collops— 'I 
People who hold such absolute opinions 
Should stay at home, in Protestant dominionSj 
Not travel like male Mrs. Trollopes. 

Gifted with noble tendency to climb. 
Yet weak at the same time, 
Faith is a kind of parasitic plant, 
That grasps the nearest stem with tendril-ringr 
And as the climate and the soil may grant, 
So is the sort of tree to which it clings. 
Consider then, before, like Hurlothrumbo 
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You aim your club at any creed on earth, 

That, by the simple accident of birth. 

You might have been High Priest to Mumbo Jumbo« 

For me— thro^ heathen ignorance perchance. 

Not having knelt in Palestine,— I feel 

None of that griffinish excess of zeal, 

Some travellers would blaze with here in Franceo 

Dolls I can see in Virgin-like array, 

Nor for a scuffle with the idols hanker 

Like crazy Quixotte at the puppet^s play, 

If their " offence be rank," should mine be rancour i 

Mild light, and by degrees, should be the plan 

To cure the dark and erring mind ; 

But who would rush at a benighted man. 

And give hiiTi two black eyes for being blind ? 

Suppose the tender but luxuriant hop 
Around a canker'd stem should twine, 
What Kentish boor would tear away the prop 
So roughly as to wound, nay kill the bine ? 

The images, 'tis true, are strangely dress'd, 
With gauds and toys extremely out of season ; 
The carving nothing of the very best, 
The whole repugnant to the eye of reason. 
Shocking to Taste, and to Fine Arts a treason— 
Yet ne'er overlook in bigotry of sect 
One truly Catholic, one common form. 

At which unchecked 
All Christian hearts may kindle or keep warnie 

Say, was it to my spirit's gain or loss, 
One bright and balmy morning, as I went 
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From Liege^s lovely environs to Ghent, 

If hard by the wayside I found a cross, 

That made me breathe a pray'r upon the spot— » 

While Nature of herself, as if to trace 

The emblem's use, had traiPd around its base 

The blue significant Forget- Me-Not ? 

Methougbt, the claims of charity to urge 

More forcibly, along with Faith and Hope, 

The pious choice had pitch' d upon the verge 

Of a delicious slope, 
Giving the eye much variegated scope ;— 
" Look round," it whisper'd, " on that prospect raie, 
Those vales so verdant, and those hills so blue ; 
Enjoy the sunny world, so fresh, and fair. 
But " — (how the simple legend pierc'd me thro' !) 

" Priez poub les Malhexjreux.'^ 

With sweet kind natures, as in honey 'd cells, 

Eeligion lives, and feels herself at home ; 

But only on a formal visit dwells 

Where wasps instead of bees have formed the combe 

Shun pride, O Rae !— whatever sort beside 
You take in lieu, shun spiritual pride ! 
A pride there is of rank—- a pride of birth, 
A pride of learning, and a pride of purse, 
A London pride— -in short, there be on earth 
A host of prides, some better and some worse | 
But of all prides, since Lucifer's attaint, 
The proudest swells a self-elected Saint, 

To picture that cold pride so harsh and hard, 
Fancy a peacock in a poultry yard. 
Behold him in conceited circles sail, 
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Strutting and dancing, and now planted s>ti% 
In all his pomp of pageantry, as if 
He felt " the eyes of Europe '' on his tail ! 
As for the humble breed retained by maUj 
He scorns the whole domestic clan- 
He bows, he bridles, 
He wheels, he sidles, 
At last, with stately dodgings in a corner 
He pens a simple russet hen, to scorn her 
Full in the blaze of his resplendent fan ! 

" Look here," he cries (to give him words)^ 
" Thou feather'd clay — thou scum of birds P 
Flirting the rustling plumage in her eyes,~ 
" Look here, thou vile predestin'd sinner. 

Doomed to be roasted for a dinner, 
Behold these lovely variegated dyes ! 
These are the rainbow colors of the skieSj 
That heav'n has shed upon me con amore— 
A Bird of Paradise ?— a pretty story ! 
J am that Saintly Fowl, thou paltry chick ! 

Look at my crown of glory ! 
Thou dingy, dirty, drabbled, draggled jill V^ 
And off goes Partlet, wriggling from a kickj 
With bleeding scalp laid open by his bill ! 
That little simile exactly paints 
How sinners are despis'd by saints. 
By saints !— the Hypocrites that ope heav'n's door 
Obsequious to the sinful man of riches— 
But put the wicked, naked, barelegged poor^ 
In parish stocks instead of breecheSo 

The Saints !— the Bigots that in public spout^ 
Spread phosphorus of zeal on scraps of fustian^ 
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And go like walking " Lucifers '^ about 
Mere living bundles of combustion. 

The Saints !— the aping Fanatics that talk 
All cant and rant, and rhapsodies highfiown-— 

That bid you baulk 

A Sunday walk. 
And shun God's work as you should shun your own. 

The Saints ! — the Formalists, the extra pious, 
Who think the mortal husk can save the soul. 
By trundling with a mere mechanic bias. 
To church, just like a lignum- vitas bowl 1 

The Saints ! — the Pharisees, whose beadle stands 

Beside a stern coercive kirk. 

A piece of human mason- work, 
Calling all sermons contrabands, 
In that great Temple that's not made with hands ! 

Thrice blessed, rather, is the man with whom 
The gracious prodigality of nature. 
The balm, the bliss, the beauty, and the bloom, 
The bounteous providence in ev'ry feature, 
Recall the good Creator to his creature, 
Making all earth a fane, all heaven its dome ! 
To Ms tun'd spirit the wild heather-bells 

Ring Sabbath knells ; 
The jubilate of the soaring lark 

Is chant of clerk ;. 
For choir, the thrush and the gregarious linnet | 
The sod's a cushion for his pious want; 
And, consecrated by the heav'n within it, 
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The sky-blue pooi, a font. 
Each cloud-capp'd mountam is a holy altar | 

An organ breathes in every grove ; 

And the full heart's a Psalter, 
Rich in deep hymns of gratitude and love I 

Sufficiently by stern necessitarians 

Poor Nature, with her face begrimM by dust, 

Is stok'd, cok'd, smok'd, and almost chok'd ; bu* must 

Religion have its own Utilitarians, 

Labell'd with evangelical phylacteries, 

To make the road to heav'n a railway trust. 

And churches— that's the naked fact — mere factories ? 

Oh ! simply open wide the Temple door. 
And let the solemn, swelling, organ greet, 

With Voluntaries meet. 
The willing advent of the rich and poor I 
And while to God the loud Hosannas soar, 
With rich vibrations from the vocal throng-— 
From quiet shades that to the woods belong, 

And brooks with music of their own, 
Voices may come to swell the choral song 
With notes of praise they learn'd in musings Ioiie« 

How strange it is while ob all vital questions, 
That occupy the House and public mind, 
We always meet with some humane suggestions 
Of gentle measures of a healing kind, 
Instead of harsh severity and vigor, 
The Saint alone his preference retains 

For bills of penalties and pains, 
And marks his narrow code with legal rigor ! 
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Why shun, as worthless of afRliation, 
What men of all political persuasion 
Extol — -and even use upon occasion- 
That Christian principle, conciliation ? 
But possibly the men who make such fuss 
With Sunday pippins and old Trots infirm^ 
Attach some other meaning to the term. 
As thus : 

One market morning, in my usual rambles, 
Passing along Whitechapel's ancient shambles, 
Where meat was hung in many a joint and quarter^ 
I had to halt awhile, like other folks, 

To let a killing butcher coax 
A score of lambs and fatted sheep to slaughter^ 
A sturdy man he look'd to fell an ox, 
Bull-fronted, ruddy, with a formal streak 
Of well-greas'd hair down either cheek. 
As if he dee-dash-dee'd some other flocks 
Beside those woolly-headed stubborn blocks 
That stood before him, in vexatious huddle-— 
Poor little lambs, with bleating wethers group'dj 
While, now and then, a thirsty creature stoop'd 
And meekly snuff 'd, but did not taste the puddle« 

Fierce barkM the dog, and many a blow was dealt. 
That loin, and chump, and scrag and saddle feltj 
Yet still, that fatal step they all declinM it, — - 
And shunn'd the tainted door as if they smelt 
Onions, mint sauce, and lemon juice behind it., 
At last there came a pause of brutal force. 

The cur was silent, for his jaws were full 

Of tangled locks of tarry wool^ 
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The man had whoop'd and hollow'd till dead hoars©. 
The time was ripe for mild expostulation. 
And thus it stammer'd from a stander-by— 
" Zounds !— my good fellow,- — it quite makes me~-why5 
It really-— my dear fellow — do just try 
Conciliation 1" 

Stringing his nerves like flint, 
The sturdy butcher seiz'd upon the hint, — - 
At least he seiz'd upon the foremost wether,™ 
And hugg'd and lugg'd and tugg'd him neck and crop 
Just nolens volens thro' the open shop — ■ 
If tails come oiF he didn't care a feather,— 
Then walking to the door, and smiling grim. 
He rubb'd his forehead and his sleeve together— 
" There ! — I've co?iciliated him I" 

Again— good-humoredly to end our quarrel™ 
(Good humor should prevail !) 
I'll fit you with a tale 
Whereto is tied a moral. 

Once on a time a certain English lass 

Was seiz'd with symptoms of such deep declinOi 

Cough, hectic, flushes, ev'ry evil sign, 

That, as their wont is at such desperate pass^ 

The Doctors gave her over — -to an ass. 

Accordingly, the grisly Shade to bilk. 

Each morn the patient quaff 'd a frothy bowl 

Of asinine new milk. 
Robbing a shaggy suckling of a foal 
Which got proportion ably spare and skinny— 
Meanwhile the neighbors cried " poor Mary Ann I 
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Bhe can't get over it ! she never can !" 
When lo ! to prove each prophet v/as a ninny 
The one that died was the poor wetnnrse Jenny« 

To aggravate the case. 
There were but two grown donkeys in the place | 
And most unluckily for Eve's sick daughterj 
The other long-ear'd creature was a male^ 
Who never in his life had given a pail 

Of milk, or even chalk and waiero 
No matter: at the usual hour of eight 
Down trots a donkey to the wicket-gate. 
With Mister Simon Gubbins on its back,— < 
" Your sarvant. Miss,— a worry spring-l&e day,— 
Bad time for hasses tho' ! good lack ! good lack ! 
Jenny be dead, Miss^ — -but Fze brought ye Jack, 
He doesn't give no milk— but he can bray.'^ 

So runs the story, 
And, in vain self-glory. 

Some Saints would sneer at Gubbins for his blindness-««» 
But what the better are their pious saws 
To ailing souls^ than dry hee-haws. 
Without the milk of human kindness 1 



Hosted by 



Google 



n4 HOOD'S POEM.^. 



THE TWO SWANS. 

A FAIRY TALK 



Immortal Imogen, crown'd queen above 
The lilies of thy sex, vouchsafe to hear 
A fairy dream in honor of true love — 
True above ills, and frailty, and all fear- 
Perchance a shadow of his own career 
Whose youth was darkly prison'd and long twined 
By serpent-sorrow, till white Love drew near. 
And sweetly sang him free, and round his mind 
A bright horizon threw, wherein no grief may wind© 



I saw a tower builded on a lake, 
Mock'd by its inverse shadow, dark and deep-— 
That seemM a still intenser night to make^ 
Wherein the quiet waters sunk to sleep,™ 
And, whatsoe'er was prisoned in that keep, 
A monstrous Snake was warden :.— round and round 
In sable ringlets I beheld him creep 
Blackest amid black shadows to the ground. 
Whilst his enormous head the topmost turret crown^do 
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From whence he shot fierce light against the starsj 
Making the pale moon paler with affright ; 
And with his ruby eye out-threaten'd Mars, 
That blazed in the mid-heavens, hot and bright— 
Nor slept, nor winkM, but with a steadfast spite, 
Watch'd their wan looks and tremblings in the skies^ 
And that he might not slumber in the night, 
The curtain-lids were pluck'd from his large eyes. 
So he might never drowse, but watch his secret prize. 



Prince or princess in dismal durance, pent. 
Victims of old Enchantment's love or hate, 
Their lives must all in painful sighs be spent, 
Watching the lonely waters soon and late. 
And clouds that pass and leave them to their fate, 
Or company their grief with heavy tears : — 
Meanwhile that Hope can spy no golden gate 
For sweet escapement, but in darksome fears 
They weep and pine away, as if immortal years. 



No gentle bird with gold upon its wing 
Will perch upon the grate — ^the gentle bird 
Is safe in leafy dell, and will not bring 
Freedom's sweet key-note and commission word 
Learn'd of a fairy's lips, for pity stirr'd-— 
Lest while he trembling sings, untimely guest ! 
Watch'd by that cruel Snake and darkly heard. 
He leave a widow on her lonely nest, 
To press in silent grief the darlings of her breast. 
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No gallant knight, adventurous, in his barkj 
Will seek the fruitful perils of the place. 
To rouse with dipping oar the waters dark 
That bear that serpent image on their face, , 
And Love, brave Love I thou2;h he attempt the base^ 
Nerved to his royal death, he may not win 
His captive lady from the strict embrace 
Of that foul Serpent, clasping her within 
His sable folds— like Eve enthralled by the old Sin* 



But there is none ^no knight in panoply, 

Nor Love, intrench'd in his strong steely coat i 
No little speck — no sail — no helper nigh, 
No sign— no whispering — -no plash of boat :~ 
The distant shores show dimly and remote, 
Made of a deeper mist, — serene and grey,-— 
And slow and mute the cloudy shadows iloat 
Over the gloomy wave, and pass away, 
Chased by the silver beams that on their marges play. 



And bright and silvery the willows sleep 
Over the shady verge — no mad winds tease 
Their hoary heads ; but quietly they weep 
There sprinkling leaves — half fountains and half trees ; 
There lilies be — and fairer than all these, 
A solitary Swan her breast of snow 
Launches against the wave that seems to freeze 
Into a chaste reflection, still below 
Twin shadow of herself wherever she may go. 
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And forth she paddles in the very noon 
Of solemn midnight like an elfin thing, 
Charm'd into being by the argent moon— 
Whose silver light for love of her fair wing 
Goes with her in the shade, still worshipping 
Her dainty plumage :— all around her grew 
A radiant circlet, like a fairy ring ; 
And all behind, a tiny little clue 
Of light, to guide her back across the waters blue. 



And sure she is no meaner than a fay, 
Redeemed from sleepy death, for beauty's sake, 
By old ordainment :-— silent as she lay, 
Touch'd by a moonlight wand I saw her wake, 
And cut her leafy slough, and so forsake 
The verdant prison of her lily peers. 
That slept amidst the stars upon the lake— 
A breathing shape-— restored to human fears. 
And new-born love and grief— self-conscious of her tears. 



And now she clasps her wings around her heart. 
And near that lonely isle begins to glide 
Pale as her fears, and oft-times with a start 
Turns her impatient head from side to side 
In universal terrors — all too wide 
To watch ; and often to that marble keep 
Upturns her pearly eyes, as if she spied 
Some foe, and crouches in the shadows steep 
That in the gloomy wave go diving fathoms deep. 

11 
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And well she may, to spy that fearful thing 
All down the dusky walls m circlets wound | 
Alas ! for what rare prize, with many a ring 
Girding the marble casket round and round ? 
Flis folded tail, lost in the gloom profound, 
Terribly darkeneth the rocky base ; 

. But on the top his monstrous head is crown'd 
With prickly spears, and on his doubtful face 

Gleam his unwearied eyes, red watchers of the place. 



Alas ! of the hot fires that nightly fallj 
No one will scorch him in those orbs of spitOj 
So he may never see beneath the wall 
That timid little creature, all too bright, 
That stretches her fair neck, slender and white^ 
Invoking the pale moon, and vainly tries 
Her throbbing throat, as if to charm the night 
With song — but, hush — it perishes in sighs, 
And there will be no dirge sad-swelling, though she dies I 



She droops, she sinks — she leans upon the lake, 
Fainting again into a lifeless flower ; 
But soon the chilly springs anoint and wake 
Her spirit from its death, and with new power 
She sheds her stifled sorrows in a shov/er 
Of tender song, timed to her falling tears-— 
That wins the shady summit of that tower. 
And, trembling all the sweeter for its fears. 
Fills with imploring moan that cruel monster's ears. 
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And, lo I the scaly beast is ail deprest. 
Subdued like Argus by the might of sound™ 
What time Apollo his sweet lute add rest 
To magic converse with the air, and bound 
The many monster eyes, all slumber-drown'd :-- ™ 
So on the turret-top that watchful Snake 
Pillow^s his giant head, and lists profound. 
As if his wrathful spite would never wake, 
Charm'd into sudden sleep for Love and Beauty's sake ! 



llis prickly crest lies prone upon his crown, 
And thirsty lip from lip disparted flies, 
To drink that dainty flood of music down— 
His scaly throat is big with pent-up sighs — • 
And whilst his hollow ear entranced lies, 
His looks for envy of the charmed sense 
Are fain to listen, till his steadfast eyes, 
Stung into pain by their own impotence. 
Distil enormous tears into the lake immense. 



Oh, tuneful swan ! oh, melancholy bird I 
Sweet was that midnight miracle of song. 
Rich with ripe sorrow, needful of no word 
To tell of pain, and love, and love's deep wrong—'" 
Hinting a piteous tale — perchance how long 
Thy unknown tears were mingled with the lake. 
What time disguised thy leafy mates among— 
And no eye knew what human love and ache 
Dwelt in those dewy leaves, and heart so nigh to break 



Hosted by 



Google 



220 HOOD'S POEMS. 



Therefore no poet will ungently touch 
The water-lily, on whose eyelids dew 
Trembles like tears ; but ever hold it such 
4s human pain may wander through and through, 
Turning the pale leaf paler in its hue— 
Wherein life dwells, transfigured, not entomb'd, 
By magic spells. Alas ! who ever knew 
Sorrow in all its shapes, leafy and plumed, 
Or in gross husks of brutes eternally inhumed ? 



And now the winged song has scaled the height 
Of that dark dwelling, builded for despair, 
And soon a little casement flashing bright 
Widens self-open'd into the cool air- 
That music like a bird may enter there, 
And soothe the captive in his stony cage ; 
For there is naught of grief, or painful care, 
But plaintive song may happily engage 
From sense of its own ill, and tenderly assuage. 



And forth into the light, small and remote, 
A creature, like the fair son of a king, 
Draws to the lattice in his jewell'd coat 
Against the silver moonlight glistening, 
And leans upon his white hand, listening 
To that sweet music that with tenderer tone 
Salutes him, wondering what kindly thing 
Is come to soothe him with so tuneful moan, 
Singing beneath the walls as if for him alone! 
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And while he listens, the mysterious song. 
Woven with timid particles of speech. 
Twines into passionate words that grieve along 
The melancholy notes, and softly teach 
The secrets of true love, — that trembling reach, 
His earnest ear, and through the shadows dun 
He missions like replies, and each to each 
Their silver voices mingle into one, 
Like blended streams that make one music as they run. 



" Ah ! Love, my hope is swooning in my heart, — 
Ay, sweet, my cage is strong and hung full high- 
Alas ! our lips are held so far apart, 
Thy words come faint, they have so far to fly I— 
If I may only shun that serpent-eye,-— 
Ah, me ! that serpent-eye doth never sleep 3— 
Then, nearer thee. Love's martyr, I will die !— 
Alas, alas ! that word has made me weep I 
For pity's sake remain safe in thy marble keep I 



'^ My marble keep ! it is my marble tomb- 
Nay, sweet ! but thou hast there thy living breath- 
Aye to expend in sighs for this hard doom ; 
But I will come to thee and sing beneath, 
And nightly so beguile this serpent wreath ; 
Nay, I will find a path from these despairs. 
Ah, needs then thou must tread the back of death, 
Making his stony ribs thy stony stairs. — 
Beliold his ruby eye, how fearfully it glares I" 
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Full sudden at these words the princely youth 
Leaps on the scaly back that slumbers, still 
Unconscious of his foot, yet not for ruth. 
But numb'd to dulness by the fairy skill 
Of that sweet music (all more wild and shrill 
For intense fear) that charm'd him as he lay- 
Meanwhile the lover .nerves his desperate will, 
Held some short throbs by natural dismay, 
Then down, down the serpent-track begins his darksome way* 



Now dimly seen— now toiling out of sight, 
Eclipsed and cover 'd by the envious wall ; 
Now fair and spangled in the sudden light, 
And clinging with wide arms for fear of fall ; 
Now dark and sheltered by a kindly pall 
Of dusky shadow from his wakeful foe • 
Slowly he winds adown — dimly and small, 
Watch' d by the gentle Swan that sings below, 
Her hope increasing, still, the larger he doth grow« 



But nine times nine the serpent folds embrace 
The marble walls about — which he must tread 
Before his anxious foot may touch the base : 
Long is the dreary path, and must be sped ! 
But Love, that holds the mastery of dread, 
Braces his spirit, and with constant toil 
He v/ins his way, and now, with arms outspread, 
Impatient plunges from the last long coil : 
So may all gentle Love ungentle Malice foil. 
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The song is hush'd, the charm is all complete, 
And two fair Swans are swimming on the lake ? 
But scarce their tender bills have time to meet, 
When fiercely drops adown that cruel snake— 
His steely scales a fearful rustling make, 
Like autumn leaves that tremble and foretell 
The sable storm ;— the plumy lovers quake— 
And feel the troubled waters pant and swell, 
Heaved by the giant bulk of their pursuer fell. 



His jaws, wide yawning like the gates of Deaths 
His horrible pursuit — -his red eyes glare 
The waters into blood — his eager breath 
Grows hot upon their plumes : now, minstrel fair t 
She drops her ring into the waves, and there 
It widens all around, a fairy ring 
Wrought of the silver light — the fearful pair 
Swim in the very midst, and pant and cling 
The closer for their fears, and tremble wing to wing. 



Bending their course over the pale grey lake, 
Against the pallid East, wherein light play'd 
In tender flushes, still the baffled snake 
Circled them round continually, and bay'd 
Hoarsely and loud, forbidden to invade 
The sanctuary ring— his sable mail 
Roll'd darkly through the flood, and writhed and made 
A shining track over the waters pale, 
Lash'd into boiling foam by his enormous tail. 
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And so they sail'd into the distance dim, 
Into the very distance- — small and white. 
Like snowy blossoms of the spring that swim 
Over the brooklets—- follow'd by the spite 
Of that huge Serpent, that with wild affright 
Worried them on their course, and sore annoy 
Till on the grassy marge I saw them light, 
And change, anon, a gentle girl and boy, 
Lock'd in embrace of sweet unutterable joy ! 



Then came the Morn, and with her pearly showers 
Wept on them, like a mother, in whose eyes 
Tears are no grief; and from his rosy bowers 
The Oriental sun began to rise. 
Chasing the darksome shadows from the skies ; 
Wherewith that sable Serpent far away 
Fled, like a part of night — delicious sighs 
From waking blossoms purified the day, 
And little birds were sweetly singing from each spray. 
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ODE. 

ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF CLAPHAM ACADEMY.* 



Ah me ! those old familiar bounds ! 
That classic house, those classic grounds 

My pensive thought recalls I 
What tender urchins now confine, 
W"iat little captives now repine, 

Within yon irksome walls ! 

Ay, that 's the very house ! I know 
Its ugly windows, ten a-row ! 

Its chimneys in the rear : 
And there 's the iron rod so high, 
That drew the thunder from the sky 

And turn'd our table-beer ! 

There I was birch'd ! there I was bred ! 
There like a little Adam fed 

From Learning's woeful tree ! 
The weary tasks I used to con I— 
The hopeless leaves I wept upon I— 

Most fruitless leaves to me I— 

* No connexion with any other Ode, 

11* 
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The summon'd class ! — the awful Dow !-«° 
I wonder who is master now 

And wholesome anguish sheds ! 
How many ushers now employs, 
How many maids to see the boys 

Have nothing in their heads ! 

And Mrs. S * * * ?— Doth she abet 
(Like Pallas in the parlor) yet 

Some favor'd two or three,— 
The little Crichtons of the hour, 
Her muffin- medals that devour. 

And swill her prize — — bohea ? 

Ay, there ^s the play-ground ! there 's the lime^ 
Beneath whose shade in summer's prime 

So wildly I have read ! — - 
Who sits there now, and skims the cream 
Of young Romance, and weaves a dream 

Of Love and Cottage-bread ? 

Who struts the Randall of the walk ? 
Who models tiny heads in chalk 1 

Who scoops the light canoe ? 
What early genius buds apace 1 
Where 's Poynter ? Harris ? Bowers ? Chase ? 

Hal Baylis ? blithe Carew ? 

Alack ! they 're gone— a thousand ways ! 
And some are serving in " the Greys," 

And some have perished young I— 
Jack Harris weds his second wife ; 
Hal Baylis drives the wane of life ; 

And blithe Carew~-is hung ! 
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Grave Bowers teaches ABC 
To savages at Owhyee ; 

Poor Chase is with the worms !■— 
All, all are gone— the olden breed !— 
New crops of mushroom boys succeed, 

" And push us from our forms .'" 

Lo 1 where they scramble forth, and shout, 
And leap, and skip, and mob about, 

At play where we have play'd ! — 
Some hop, some run (some fall), some twine 
Their crony arms ; some in the shine. 

And some are in the shade ! 

Lo there what mix'd conditions run 
The orphan lad ; the widow^s son ; 

And Fortune^s favor'd care— 
The wealthy born, for whom she hath 
Mac-Adamised the future path-— 

The Nabob's pamper'd heir ! 

Some brightly starred— some evil born,— 
For honor some, and some for scorn,-—" 

For fair or foul renown ! 
Good, bad, indiiF'rent— none may lack ! 
Look, here 's a White, and there 's a Black ? 

And there's a Creole brown I 

Some laugh and sing, some mope and weep. 
And wish their frugal sires would keep 

Their only sons at home ;— 
Some tease the future tense, and plan 
The full-grown doings of the man, 

And pant for years to come ! 
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A foolish wish ! There 's one at hoop | 
And four oX Jives ! and five who stoop 

The marble taw to speed I 
And one that curvets in and out^ 
Reining his fellow Gob about,— 

Would I were in his steed ! 

Yet he would gladly halt and drop 
That boyish harness off, to swop 

With this world's heavy van-— 
To toil, to tug. O little fool ! 
While thou canst be a horse at school 

To wish to be a man i 

Perchance thou deem^st it were a thing 
To wear a crown,— to be a king ! 

And sleep on regal down I 
Alas ! thou know'st not kingly cares ; 
Far happier is thy head that wears 

That hat without a crown . 

And dost thou think that years acquire 
New added joys 1 Dost think thy sim 

More happy than his son 1 
That manhood's mirth ?— Oh, go thy ways 
To Drury^lane, when plays, 

And see how forced our fun ! 

Thy taws are brave !— thy tops are rar© !->" 
Our tops are spun with coils of care 

Our dumps are no delight I— 
The Elgin marbles are but tame^ 
And 'tis at best a sorry game 

To fly the Muse's kite I 
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Our hearts are dough, our heels are lead^ 
Our topmost joys Ml dull and dead 

Like balls with no rebound! 
And often with a faded eye 
We look behind, and send a sigh 

Towards that merry ground ! 

Then be contentede Thou hast got 
The most of heaven in thy young lot t 

There 's sky-blue in thy cup ! 
Thou'lt find thy Manhood all too fast — 
Soon come, soon gone ! and Age at laa^ 

A sorry breaking up ! 



tHE END, 
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PUBLISHER'S ADVERTISEMENT. 



The favourable reception of the comprehensive selection from 
Thomas Hood's writings in the volumes of "Poems," and "Prose 
and Verse," published a, few years since by the subscriber—in a form 
of general similarity to the present series — has induced the under- 
taking of the completion, in this popular style, of the most important 
of this author's numerous productions. The author of " The Pugs- 
ley Papers," " The Dream of Eugene Aram," and " The Song of the 
Shirt," left much behind him engrafted with the humour, the gaiety, 
sentiment, the deep feeling of these well-know^n writings. In the 
few years which have elapsed since his death, it has been abundantly 
proved that in his peculiar walk he has left no successor. No man 
furnishes us, with so free a hand, such innocent light-hearted mirth, 
no one's jests play more gracefully, in the happy illustration of the 
old poet, about the heart. 

It was well remarked at the time of his death by an able critic in 
the AthencBiim : — " The secrets of these effects, if analysed, would 
give the characteristics of one of the most original and powerful 
geniuses which ever was dropped by Faery into infant's cradle, and 
oddly nursed up by man into a treasure, quaint, special, cameleon- 
coloured in the changefiilness of its tints, yet complete and self con- 
sistent. Of all the humorists Hood was the most poetical. When 
dealing with the most familiar subjects, whether it might be a Sweep 
bewailing the suppression of his cry, or a Mother searching through 
St, Giles's for her lost infant, or a Miss Kilmansegg's golden child* 
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hood— there was hardly a verse in which some touches of heart, or 
some play of fancy, did not beckon the laughing reader away into 
far other worlds than the Jester's." 

This is the spirit of all Hood's volumes, playful and poetical ; light 
as gossamer, but profound enough too, if you look into them ; and, 
above all other jesting — innocent. ' 

The volumes of Hood which will appear immediately in this series 
are, " Whimsicalities, a Periodical Gathering," made by himself, of 
some of his best papers ; the capital volume of the school of Hum- 
phrey Clinker, " Up the Rhine ; " with a new collection of Miscella- 
neous Prose and Verse under the author's title of " Hood's Own." 

These will be illustrated with the author's quaint and humorous 
designs, which are frequently independent of the text, and always 
laughable epigrams in themselves. 

New- York March, 1852. 
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There are several objections to one-liorse vehicles. With two 
wheels, they are dangerous ; with four, generally cruel inven- 
tions, tasking one animal with the labour of two. And, in 
either case, should your horse think proper to die on the road, 
you have no survivor to drag your carriage through the rest of 
the stage ; or to be sent off gallopping with the coachman on 
his back for a coadjutor. 

That was precisely Miss Norman's dilemma. 

If a horse could be supposed to harbour so deadly a spite 
against his proprietor, I should believe that the one in question 
chose to vent his animosity by giving up the ghost- just at the 
spot where it would cause most annoyance and inconvenience. 
For fourteen months past he had drawn the Lady in daily air 
ings to a point just short of the Binn Gate ; — because that fifty 
yards further would have' cost sixpence ; a sum which Miss Nor- 
man could, jr believed she could, but ill spare out of a hmited 
income. At this very place, exactly opposite the tall elm ^'vhich 
iLSually gave the signal for turning homeward, did Plantagenet 
prefer to drop down stone dead ; as if determined that his mis- 
tress should have to walk everv inch )f it, to her own house. 
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But Miss Norman never walked. Pedes trianism was, in her 
opinion, a very vulgar exercise, unavoidable with the poor, and to 
some people, as Postmen, Bankers' clerks. Hawkers, and the like, 
a professional mode of progression, but a bodily exertion very, dero- 
gatory to persons of birth and breeding. So far was this carried, 
that she was once heard to declare, speaking of certain rather 
humble obsequies, '' she would rather live for ever than have a 
walking funeral ! " On another occasion, when the great per- 




**TAKE CARE OF THIS PENCE, AND THE FOUNDS WILL TAKE CARE OF 
THEMSELVES." 

formance of Captain Barclay, in walking a thousand miles in a 
thousand hours, was submitted to her opinion, she said " it was 
a step she did not approve." 

It might be surmised from such declarations, that she was in- 
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capable of personal locomotion, through some original infirmity, 
for instance, such as results from the rickets ; whereas, so far from 
allowing any deficiency on the part of her nurse or parents, in 
putting her to her feet, Miss Norman professed to have the per- 
fect command of all her limbs, and would have felt extremely 
offended at a hint that she could not dance. It was quite 
another weakness than any bodily one which restricted her pro- 
menades, and made her feet almost as useless to her as those of 
the female Chinese. Pride was in fault ; and partly her surname, 
for suggesting to one of her ancestors that he was a descendant 
of Wilham the First of England : a notion which, after turning 
his oAvn head, had slightly crazed those of his successors, who all 
believed, as part and parcel of their inheritance, on the strength 
of the " Norman" and some dubious old pedigree, that the 
Conqueror was their great Progenitor. 

The hereditary arrogance engendered by this imaginary 
distinction, had snccessively displayed itself by outbreaks of 
different character, according to the temperament of the indi- 
vidual who happened to be head of the family : with Miss jSTor- 
man, the last of her hue, it took the form of a boast that every 
branch and twig of her illustrious tree had always ridden " in 
their own carriage." I am not quite sure whether she did not 
push this pretension further back than the date of the invention 
of " little houses on wheels " would warrant ; however, it held 
good, in local tradition, for several generations, although the 
family vehicle had gradually dwindled down from an ample 
coach to a chariot, a fly, and, finally, the one-inside sedan-chair 
upon wheels, which the sudden death of Plantagenet left planted 
fifty yards short of the Binn Gate. To glance at the whole set- 
out, nobody would ever have attributed high birth and inherent 
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gentility to its owner. 'Twas never of a piece. For once tliat 
the body was new-painted, the arms were thrice refreshed and 
touched up, till the dingy vehicle, by the glaring comparison, 
looked moie ancient than the quarterings. The crest was much 
oftener renewed than the hammer-cloth; and Humphrey, the 
coachman, evidently never got a new suit all at once. He had 
always old drab to bran-new bright sky-blue plush ; or vice 
versa. Sometimes a hat in its first gloss got the better of its old 
tarnished band ; sometimes the fresh gold lace made the brown 
beaver look still more an antique. The same w^ith the harness 
and the horse, which \vas sometimes a tall spanking brute, who 
seemed to have outgrown the concern ; at other times, a short 
pony-like animal, w^ho had been put into the shafts by mistake. 
In short, the several articles seemed to belong the more especially 
to Miss jSTorman because they belonged so little to each other. 
A few minutes made a great change in her possessions ; instead 
of a living horse, hight Plantagenet, she was proprietor of certain 
hundred-weights of dogs'-meat. 

It was just at this moment that I came up w4th my gig ; and 
knowing something of tbe lady's character, I pulled up in expecta- 
tion of a scene. Leaving my own bay, who would stand a? 
steady as a mute at death's door, I proceeded to assist the coach- 
man in extricating his horse; but the nag of royal hne was stone 
dead: and I accompanied Humphrey to tlie carriage-door to 
make his report. 

A recent American author has described as an essential attri- 
bute of high birth and breeding in England, a certain sort of 
quakerly composure, in all possible sudden emergencies, such as 
an alarm of the house on fire, or a man falling into a fit by one's 
side : — in fact, the same kind of self-command which Pope praises 
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in a lady wlio is " mistress of lierself, thougli cliina fall." In this 
particular Miss Norman's conduct justified lier pretensions. She 
was mistress of herself, though her horse fell. She did not start 
— exclaim — put her head out of the window, or even let down 
the front glass : she only adjusted herself more exactly in the 
middle of the seat, drev/ herself holt upright, and fixed her eyes 
on the hack of the coach-box. In this posture Humphrey found 
her. 

" If you please, Ma'am, Pianty-ginit be dead." The lady ac- 
quiesced with the smallest nod ever made. 

" I've took off the collar, and the bitt out, and got un out 
o' harness entirely ; but he be as unanimate as his own shoes ;" 
and the informant looked earnestly at the lady to observe the 
effect of the communication. But she never moved a muscle; 
and honest Humphrey was just shutting the coach-door, to 
go and finish the laying out of the corpse, when he was recalled. 

" Humphrey ! " 

" What's your pleasure. Ma'am ? " 

" Remember, another time " 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

" When a horse of mine is deceased " 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

^* Touch your hat." 

The abashed coachman instantly paid up the salute in arrear. 
Unblest by birthright with self-possession, he had not even the 
advantage of experience in the first families, wdiere he might have 
learned a little from good exam.ple : he was a raw uncouth country 
servant, with the great merit of being cheap, whom Miss Norman 
had undertaken to educate ; but he was still so far from profi- 
cient, that in the importance of breaking the death to his mj'stress, 
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he had omitted one of those minor tokens of respect which she 
always rigorously enacted. 

It was now my own turn to come forward, aad as deferentially 
as if she had been indeed the last of the Conqueror's ISTormandy 
pippins, I tendered a seat in my chaise, which she tacitly 
dechned, with a gracious gesture of head and hand. 

" If you please, Ma'am," said Humphrey, taking care lo touch 
his hat, and shutting his head into the carriage so that I might 
not overhear him, " he's a respectable kind of gentleman enough, 
and connected with some of the first houses." 

" The gentleman's name ? " 

" To be sure. Ma'am, the gentleman can't help his name," 
answered Humphrey, fully aware of the peculiar prejudices of his 
mistress ; " but it be Huggins." 

" Shut the door." 

It appeared, on explanation with the coachman, that he had 
mistaken me for a person in the employ of the opulent firm of 
ISTaylor and Co., whose province it w-as to travel throughout 
Britain with samples of hardware in the box-seat of his gig. I 
did not take the trouble to undeceive him, but determining to see 
the end of the affair, I affected to hope that the lady w^ould change 
her mind ; and accordingly I renewed, from time to time, my 
offer of accommodation, which was always stiffly declined. After 
a tolerably long pause on all sides, my expectation was excited by 

the appearance of the W coach coming through the Binn 

Gate, the only pubhc vehicle that used the road. At sight of the 
dead horse, the driver, (the noted Jem Wade) pulled up — 
ahghted— and standing at the carriage-door with his hat off, as if 
he knew his customer, made an offer of his services. But Miss 
Norman, more dignified than ever, waived him off with her hand. 
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Jem became more pressing, and the lady more rigid. "She 
never rode " she condescended to say, " in public vehicles." Jem 
entreated again ; but " she was accustomed to be driven by her 
own coachman." It was in vain that in answer he praised the 
quietness of his team, the safety of his patent boxes, besides pro- 
mising the utmost steadiness and sobriety on his own part. Miss 
Nonnan still looked perse veringly at the back of her coach-box ; 
which, on an unlucky assurance that " he would take as much 
care of her as of his ov/n mother," she exchanged for a steady 
gaze at the side- window, opposite to the coachman, so long as he 
remained in the presence. 

" By your leave. Ma'am," said Humphrey, putting his hand to 
his hat, and keeping it there, " Mr. Wade be a very civil-spoken 
careful whip^ and his coach loads very respectable society. 
There's Sir Yincent Ball on the box." 

" If Sir Vincent chooses to degrade himself, it is no rule fpr 
me " retorted the lady, without turning her head ; when, lo ! Sir 
Vincent ajDpeared himself, and pohtely endeavoured to persuade 
her out of her prejudices. It was useless. Miss Norman's 
ancestors had one and all expressed a very decided opinion 
against stage-coaches, by never getting into one; and "she 
did not feel disposed to disgrace a line longer than common, 
by riding in any carriage but her own." Sir Vincent bowed 
and retreated. So did Jem Wade, without bowing, fervently 
declaring "he would never do the civil thing to the old female 
sex again ! " » 

The stage rattled away at an indignant gallop ; and we were 
left once more to our own resources. By way of passing the 
time, I thrice repeated my offers to the obdurate old maiden, and 
pudiired as many rebuffs. I w^as contemplating a fourth trial, 
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wlien a signal was made from the carriage-window, and Hum- 
phrey, hat m hand, opened the door. 

" Procm-e me a post chaise." 

'• A po-shay 1 " echoed Hmiiphrey, but, hke an Irish echo, with 
some valuation from his original — " Lord help ye, Ma'am, there 
bean't such a thing to be had ten miles round— no, not for love 
iior money. Why, bless ye, it be election time, and there bean't 
coach, cart, nor dog-barrow, but what be gone to it ! " 

" E"o matter," said the mistress, drawing herself up with an air 
of lofty resignation. " I revoke my order ; for it is far, very far, 
from the land of riding that I prefer. And Humphrey- ^" 

"Yes, Ma'am." 

'' Another time — " 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

" Remember once for all—" 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

" I do not choose to be blest, or the Lord to help me " 

Another |)auae in our proceedings, during w^hich a company of 
ragged boys, who had been black-be riying, came up, and planted 
themselves, with every symptom of vulgar curiosity, around the 
cari'iage. ' Miss i>rorman had now^ no single glass through wdiich 
she could look without encountering a group of low-life faces star- 
ing at her with all t.heir might. ITeither could she help hearing 
some such, shocking ill-bred remarks as, " Yy don't the frizzle- 
vigged old Guy get into the gemman's drag ? " Still the pride 
of the Normans sustained her. She seemed to draw a sort of 
supplementary neck out of her bosom, and sat more rigidly erect 
than ever, occasionally favouring the circle, like a mad bull at bay, 
with a most awful threatening look, accompanied ever by the 
same five words: 
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«I CHOOSE to be alone." 

It is easy to say choose, but more difficult to have one's choice . 
The black-berry boys chose to remain; and in reply to each conge; 
only proved by a general grin how very much teeth are set 
off to advantage by purple mouths. I confess I took pity on 
the pangs even of unwarrantable pride, and urg-'ed my pro- 
posal again with some warmth ; but it was repelled with absolute 
scorn. 

" Fellow, you are insolent." 

" Quis Deus vult perdere," thought I, and I determined to let 
her take her fate, merely staying to mark the result. After a 
tedious interval, in which her mind had doubtless looked abroad 
as well as inward, it appeared that the rigour of the condition, as 
to riding only in her own carriage, had been somewhat relaxed to 
meet the exigency of the case.. A*fres}i tapping at the window 
summoned the obsequious Humphrey to receive orders. 

"Present mj compliments at the Grove — and the loan of the 
chariot will be esteemed a favour." 

" By your leave. Ma'am, if I may speak — " 

" You may not^ 

Humphrey closed the doot, but remained for a minute gazing 
on the panel, at a blue arm, with a red carving-knife in its hand, 
defending a black and white rolling-pin. If he meditated any 
expostulation, he gave it up, and proceeded to drive away the 
boys, one of whom was astride on the dead Plantagenet, a second 
grinning through his collar, and two more preparing to play at 
horses with the reins. It seemed a strange mode enough that he 
took to secure the harness, by hanging it, collar and all, on his 
own back and shoulders ; but by an aside to me, he explained the 
mystery, in a grumble. 
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"It be no use in the world. I see the charrot set off for 
Lonnon. I shan't go complimmirtng no Grove. I'se hang about 
a bit at the George, and covn^Yiment a pint o' beer." 

Away he went, intending, no doubt, to be fully as good as his 
word ; and I found the time grow tedious in his absence. I had 
almost made up my mind to follow his example, when hope 
revived at the sound of wheels ; and up came a tax-cart, carrying 
four insides, namely, two well-grown porkers, Master Bardell the 
pig-butcher, and his foreman Samuel Slark, or, as he was more 
commonly called, Sam the Sticker. They were both a trifle " the 
worse for liquor," if such a phrase might honestly be applied to 
men who were only a little more courageous, more generous, and 
civil and obliging to the fair sex, than their wont when perfectly 
sober. The Sticker, especially — in his most temperate moments 
a perfect sky-blue-bodied, reel-faced, bowing and smkking pattern 
of politeness to females, was now, under the influence of good ale, 
a very Sir Calidore, ready to comfort and succour distressed 
damsels, to fight for them, live or die for them, with as much of 
the chivalrous spirit as remains in our times. They inquired, 
and I explained in a few words the lady's dilemma, taking care 
to forewarn them, by relating the issue of my own attempts in 
her behalf. 

" Mayhap you warn't half purlite or pressing enough," ob- 
served Sam, with a side wink at his master. " It an't a bit of 
a scrape, and a civil word; as will get a strange lady up into a 
strange gemman's gig. It wants warmth-like, and making on 
her feel at home. Only let me alone with her, for a persuader, 
and I'll have her up in our cart — my master's that is to say — 
afore you can see whether she has feet or hoofs." 

In a moment the speaker was at the carriage-door, stroking 
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down Ms sleek forelocks, bowing, and using his utmost elo* 
quence, even to tlie repeating most of Ms arguments twice over. 
She would be perfectly safe, he told her, sitting up between him 
and master, and quite pleasant, for the pigs would keep them- 
selves to themselves at the back of the cart, and as for the horse, 
he was nothing but a good one, equal to twelve mile an hour— 
with much more to the same purpose. It was quite unneces- 
sary for Miss Norman to say she had never ridden in a cart with 
two pigs and two butchers ; and she did not say it. She merely 
turned away her head from the man, to be addressed by the 
master, at the other window, the glass of which she had just let 
down for a httle air. " A taxed cart, Madam," he said, " mayn't 
be exactly the wehicle, accustomed to, and so forth ; but thereby, 
considering respective ranks of lifes, why, the more honour done 
to your humbles, which, as I said afore, will take every care, and 
observe the respectful ; likewise in distancing the two hogs. 
Whereby, every thing considered, namely, necessity and so forth, 
I will make so bold as hope, Madam, excusing more pressing, and 
the like, and dropping ceremony for the time being, you will em- 
brace us at once, as you shall be most heartily welcome to, and 
be considered, by your humbles, as a favour besides." 

The sudden drawing-up of the window, so violently as to 
shiver the glass, showed sufficiently in what hght Miss ISTorman 
viewed Master Bardell's behaviour. It was an unlucky smash, 
for it afforded what the tradesman would have called " an advan- 
tageous opening" for pouring in a fresh stream of eloquence ; and 
the Sticker, who shrewdly estimated the convenience of the breach, 
came round the back of the carriage, and as junior counsel " fol- 
lowed on the same side." But he took nothing by the motion. 
The lady v/as invincible, or, as the discomfited pair mutually 
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agreed, " as hard for to be convinced into a cart^ as any thing on 
four legs." The blackberry boys had departed, the evening began 
to close in, and no Humphrey rnade^ his appearance. The 
butcher's horse was on the fret, and his swine grumbled at the 
delay. The master and man fell into consultation, and favoured 
me afterwards with the result, the Sticker being the orator. It 
was man's duty, he said, to look after women, pretty or ugly, 
young or old ; it was what we all came into the world to do, 
namely, to make ourselves comfortable and agreeable to the fair 
sex. As for himself, purtecting females was his nature, and he 
should never lie easy agin, if so be he left the lady on the road ; 
and providing a female wouldn't be purtected with her own free 
will, she ought to be forced to, like any other live beast unsensible 
of its own good. Them was his sentiments, and his master fol- 
lowed 'em up. They knowed Miss E'orman, name and fame, and 
was both well-known respectable men in their lines, and I might 
ax about for their characters. Whereby, supposing I approved, 
they'd have her, right and tight, in their cart, afore she felt her- 
self respectfully off her legs. 

Such were the arguments and the plan of the bull-headed pair. 
I attempted to reason with them, but my consent had clearly 
been only asked as a compliment. The lady herself hastened the 
catastrophe. Whether she had overheard the debate, or the 
amount of long pent-up emotion became too overwhelmiDg for its 
barriers, I know not, but Pride gave way to Nature, and a short 
hysteric scream proceeded from the carriage. Miss Norman was 
in fits ! We contrived to get her seated on the step of the vehi- 
cle, where the butchers supported her, fanning her with their 
hats, whilst I ran off to a little pool near at hand for some cold 
water. It was the errand only of some four or five minutes, but 
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when I returned, the lady, only half conscious, had been caught 
up, and there she sat, in the cart, right and tight, between the 
two butchers, instead of the two Salvages, or Griffins, or whatever 
they were, her hereditary supporters. They were already on the 
move. I jumped into my own gig, and put my horse to his 
speed ; but I had lost my start, and when I came up with them, 

they were already galloping into W . Unfortunately her 

residence was at the further end of the town, and thither I saw 
her conveyed, struggling in the bright blue, and somewhat greasy, 
arms of Sam the Sticker, screaming in concert with the two swine, 
and answered by the shouts of the whole rabblement of the place, 
who knew Miss Norman quite as well, by sight, as " her own 
carriage I" 
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OVER THE WAY. 



(Butt t^t ^itif. 



" I sat 07er against a window where- there stood a pot with very pretty flowers j 
and had my eyes fixed on it, when on a sudden the window opened, and a young 
lady appeared whose beauty struck me." — Arabian Nights. 



Alas ! the flames of an unhappy lover 
About my heart and on my vitals prey ; 
I've caught a fever that I can't get over, 
Over the way I 

Oh! why are eyes of hazell noses Grecian? 
I've lost my rest by night, my peace by day, 
For want of some brown Holland or Venetian, 
Over the way. 
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I've gazed too often, till my heart's as lost 
As any needle in a stack of hay : 
Crosses belong to love, and mine is crossed 
Over the way I 

I cannot read or write, or thoughts relax — 
Of what avail Lord Althorp or Earl Grey ? 
Thtry cannot ease me of my window-tax 
Over the way ! 

Even on Sunday my devotions vary, 
And from St. Bennet Fink they go astray 
To dear St. Mary Overy — the Mary 
Over the way ! 

Oh ! if my godmother were but a fairy, 
With magic wand, how I would beg and pray 
That she would change me into that canary 
Over the way ! 

I envy every thing that's near Miss Lindo, 
A pug, a poll, a squirrel or a jay — 
Blest blue-bottles ! that buz about the window 
Over the way I 

Even at even, for there be no shutters, 
I see her reading on, from grave to gay, 
Some tale or poem, till the candle gutters, 
Over the way ! 

And then— oh I then — while iho. clear waxen taper 
Emits, two stories high, a starlike ray, 
I see twelve auburn curls put into paper 
Over the way ! 

But how breathe unto her my deep regards, 
Or ask her for a whispered ay or nay, — 
Or offer her my hand, some thirty yards 
Over the way ? 
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Cold as the pole she is to my adoring ; — 
Like Captain Lyon, at Repulse's Bay, 
I meet an icy end to my exploring 
Over the way ! 

Each dirty little Savoyard that dances 
She looks on — Punch — or chimney-sweeps in May ; 
Zounds ! wherefore cannot I attract her glances 
Over the way 1 

Half out she leans to watch a tumbling brat, 
Or yelping cur, run over by a dray ; 
But I'm in love — she never pities that ! 
Over the way ! 

I go to the same church — a love-lost labour ; 
Haunt all her walks, and dodge her at the play ; 
She does not seem to know she has a neighbour 
Over the way ! 

At private theatres she never acts ; 
No Crown-and-Anchor balls her fancy sway ; 
She never visits gentlemen with tracts 
Over the way 1 

To billets-doux by post she shows no favour — 
In short, there is no plot that I can lay 
To break my window-pains to my enslav cir 
Over the way ! 

1 play, the flute — she heeds not my chromatics- 
No friend an introduction can purvey ; 
I wisn a fire would break out in the attics 
Over the way ! 

My wasted form ought of itself to touch her 
My baker feels my appetite's decay ; 
And as for butcher's meat-— oh! she's my butcher 
Over the way ! 



Hosted by 



Google 



OVER THE WAY. 25 

At beef I turn ; at lamb or veal I pout, 
I never ring now to bring up the tray; 
My stomach grumbles at my dining out 
Over the way ! 

I'm weary of my life ; without regret 
I could resign this miserable clay 
To lie within that box of mignonette 
Over the way ! 

I've fitted bullets to my pistol-bore ; 
I've vowed at times to rush where trumpets bray, 
Quite sick of number one — and number four 
Over the way ! 

Sometimes my fancy builds up castles airy, 
Sometimes it only paints a ferme ornee, 
A horse — a cow — six fowls— a pig — -and Mary, 
Over the way ! 

Sometimes I dream of her in bridal white, 
StandiDg before the alter, like a fay; 
Sometimes of balls, and neighbourly invite 
Over the way I 

I've coo'd with her in dreams, like any turtle, 
I've snatch'd'her from the Clyde, the Tweed, and Tay| 
Thrice I have made a grove of that one myrtle 
Over the way ! 

Thrice I have rowed her in a fairy shallop, 
Thrice raced to Gretna in a neat " po-shay," 
And shower'd crowns to make the horses gallop 
Over the way ! 

And thrice I've started up from dreams appallirg 
Of killing rivals in a bloody fray- 
There is a young man very fond of calling 
Over the way . 
2 
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Oh ! happy man— above all kings in glovj^ 
Whoever in her ear may say his say. 
And add a tale of love to that one story 
Over the way ! 

Nabob of Arcot— Despot of Japan- 
Sultan of Persia— Emperor of Cathay- 
Much rather would I be the happy man 
Over the way 1 

With such a lot my heart would be in clover- 
But what-— -O horror I—what do I survey I 
postilions and white favours I— all is over 
Over the way I 
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Hf itjB lortirtiltiirni InrMq. 

Sir, 

Tlie Satiety having Bean pleasd to Complement Me before 1 
Leg Leaf to lie before Them agin as follows in particuUers witcli 
I bop They will luck upon with a Sowtli Aspic, 

Sir — last year I paid my Atentions to a Tater. tfe the Satiety 
was pleasd to be gratifid at tlie Innlargement of my Kidnis. 
This ear I have turnd my Eyes to Gozberris. — I am happy to 
Say I have allmost suchsidid in Making them too Big for Bottlin. 
I beg to Present sum of itch kind — Pleas obsarve a Green Goose 
is larger in Siz then a Bed Goosebry. Sir as to Cherris my 
atention has Bean cheatly occiipid by the Black Arts. Sum. of 
them are as big as Crickt Balls as will be seen I send a Sample 
tyed on a "Wauking-stick. I send lickwise a Potle of stray ber- 
ris witch I hop will reach. They air so large as to object to lay 
more nor too in a Bed. Also a Potle of Hobbies and one of my 
new Pins, of a remarkable sharp flavior. I hop they will cum 
to Hand in time to be at your Feat. Respective Black red & 
"White Currency I have growd equely Large, so as one Bunch is 
not to be Put into a Galley Pot without jamming. My Pitches 
has not ben Strong, and their is no Show on My Walls of the 
Plumb Hne. Damsins will Be moor Plentifle & their is no Want 
of common Bullies about Lunnon, Please inform if propper to 
classify the Slow with the creepers. 

Concerning Graps I have bin reccommanded by mixing -Wines 
with Warter Mellons, the later is improved in its juice — but have 
douts of the fack. Of the Patgonian Pickleing Coucumber, I 
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hav maid Trial of, and liave liops of Growing one up to Markit 
by sitting one End agin my front dore. On account of its Prog- 
gressiveness I propos calling it Picklens Perriginatiis if Aproved of. 

Sir, about Improving the common Stocks. — Of Haws I have 
some hops but am disponding about my Hyps. I have quite 
faled in cultuvating them into Cramberris. I have allso atempt- 
ed to Mull Blackberis, but am satisfid them & the Mulberris is of 
diferent Genius. Pleas observe of Aples I have found a Grafft 
of the common Crab from its Straglin sideways of use to Hispal- 
liers. I should lick to be infourmd weather Scotch Granite is a 
variety of the Pom Granite & weather as sum say so pore a 
frute, and Nothing but Stone. 

Sir, — My Engine Corn has been all eat up by the Burds 
namely Rocks and Ravines. In hke manner I had a full Shew 
of Pees but was distroyed by the Sparers. There as bean grate 
Mischef dun beside by Entymollogy — in some parts a complet 
Patch of Blight. Their has bean a grate Deal too of Robin by 
boys and men picking aud stealing but their has bean so many 
axidents by Steel Traps I don't like setting on 'em. 

Sir I partickly wish the Satiety to be called to consider the 
Case what follows, as I think mite be maid Trans ax tionable in 
the next Reports. — 

My Wif had a Tomb Cat that dyd. Being a torture Shell and 
a Grate feverit, we had Hira berrid in the Guardian, and for the 
sake of inrichment of the Mould I had the carks deposeted under 
the roots of a Gosberry Bush. The Frute being up till then of 
the smooth kind. But the next Seson's Frute after the Cat was 
berrid, The Gozberris was all hairy. — & moor Remarkable the 
Catpilers of the same bush, was All of the same hairy Discrip* 
tion. I am Sir Your humble servant Thomas Frost. 
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inrajstit isihs; nr/'fttttji in l^arJtitliBBBB, 

" T really take it very kind, 
This visit, Mrs. Skinner !. 
I have not seen you such an age — 
(The wretch has come to dinner 1) 

"Your daughters, too, what loves of girls— - 
What heads for painter's easels ! 
Come here, and kiss the infjmt, dears, — 
(And give it p'rhaps the measles !) 

" Your charming boys I see are home 
From Reverend Mr. Russel's; 
'Twas very kind to bring them both,— 
(What boots for my new Brussels !) 

" What ! little Clara left at home ? 
Well now I call that shabby: 
I should have lov'd to kiss her so,— 
(A flabby, dabby, babby !) 

" And Mr. S., I hope he's well, 
Ah 1 though he lives so handy, 
He never now drops in to sup,— 
(The better for our brandy !) 

" Come, take a seat— 1 long to hear 
About Matilda's marriage ; 
You're come of course to spend the day ! — 
(Thank Heav'n, I hear the carriage !) 

" What ! must you go ? next time I hope 
You'll give me longer measure ; 
Nay — I shall see you down the stairs— 
(With most uncommon pleasure !) 
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" Good-bye ! good-bye ! remember all. 
Next time you'll take your dinners ! 
(Now, David, mind I'm not at home 
la future to the Skinners ! ") 




A MODERATE INCOME. 



Hosted by 



Google 



ai 




€l}t l^iirisii Entnhiiinir> 

'' From the f-iiblinie to the ridiciaoiif; is bvit ii Gtep.'' 

Alarming netos from tlie couniry—amul instcrreciion at Stoke 
Fogis — The Military called out— Flight of the Ma,yor. 
¥/e are concerned to state,, that accounts were received in town 
at a late hour Lnst night, of an alarming state of things at Stoke 
Pogis. 1^0 thing private is yet iiaade pubhc ; but report speaks 
of very serious occurrences. The number of killed is not 
known, as no despatches have been received. 
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F'iirtlier Particulars. 

E'othing is known yet ; papers have been received down to 
the 4t]i of T?Toveniber, but tliey are not up to anytliing. 

Further further Particulars, {Private Letter.) 

It is scarcely possible for you, my dear Charles, to conceive the 
difficulties, and anarchical manifestations of turbulence, w^hich 
threaten and disturb your old birth-place, poor Stoke Pogis. To 
the reflecting mind, the circumstances v/hich hourly transpire 
afford ample food for speculation and moral reasoning. To see 
the constituted authorities of a place, however mistaken or mis- 
guided by erring benevolence, plunging into a fearful struggle 
v/ith an irritated, infuriated, and I may say, armed populace, is a 
sight which opens a field for terrified conjecture. I look around 
nle with doubt, agitation, and dismay ; because, whilst I venerate 
those to whom the sway of a part of a state may be said to be 
intrusted, I cannot but yield to the conviction that the abuse of 
power must be felt to be an overstep of authority in the best in- 
tentioned of the Magistracy. This even you will allow. Being 
on the s]3ot, my dear Charles, an eye~v^^itness of these fearful 
scenes, I feel hov/ impossible it is for me to give you any idea of 
the pro3pects which surround me. To say that I think all will 
end well, is to trespass beyond the confines of hope ; but whilst 
I admit that there is strong ground for apprehending the worst, 
I cannot shut my eyes to the conviction, that if firm measures, 
tempered with concession, be resorted to, it is far from being out 
of the ]:)ale of probability that serenity may be re-established. 
In hazarding this conclusion, however, you must not consider me 
as at all forgetting the responsibilities which attach to a decidedly 
formed opinion. Oh, Charles ! 3^ou who are in the qifiet of Lon- 
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don, can little dream of the conflicting elements which form the 
storm of this devoted village. I fear you will be wearied with 
all these details ; but I thought at this distance, at which you 
are from me, you would wish me to run the risk of wearying 
you rather than omit any of the interesting circumstances. Let 
Edward read this ; his heart, which I know beats for the Parish, 
will bleed for us. I am, &c. 

H. J. P. 
P. S. — ISTothing further has yet occurred, but you shall hear 
from me again to-morrow. 

Another Account. 

Symptoms of disunion have for some time past prevailed be- 
tween the authorities of Stoke Pogis, and a part of the inhabi- 
tants. The primum mobile or first mobbing, originated in an 
order of the Mayor's, that all tavern doors should shut at eleven. 
Many comphed, and shut, but the door of the Rampant Lion 
openly resisted the order. A more recent notice has produced a 
new and more dangerous irritation on our too combustible popu- 
lation. A proclamation against Guy Fauxes and Fireworks 
was understood to be in preparation, by command of the chief 
Magistrate. If his Worship had listened to the earnest and pru- 
dential advice of the rest of the bench, the obnoxious placard 
would not have been issued till the 6th, but he had it posted up 
on the 4th, and' by his precipitation has plunged Stoke Pogis 
into a convulsion, that nothing but Time's soothing syrup can 
alleviate. 

From Another Quarter. 

We are all here in the grccitest alarm ! a general rising of the 

inhabitants took place this morning, and thev have continued in a 

2-^ 
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disturbed state ever since. Everybody is in a bustle and indicate 
ing some popular movement. Seditions cries are beard ! tlie 
bell-man is going liis rounds, and on repeating " God save tlie 
King !" is saluted with " Hang tlie crier !" Organised bands of 
boys are going about collecting sticks, (fee, v/lietlier for barricades 
or bonfires is not knov/n ; many of tbem singing tlie famous 
Gunpowder Hymn, " Pray remember," &c. These are features 
that remind us of the most inflammable times. Several strangers 
of suspicious gentility arrived here last night, and privately en- 
gaged a barn ; they are now busilj distributing hand-bills amongst 
the crowd : surely some horrible tragedy is in preparation ! 

A later account. 

The alarm increases. Several famihes have taken flight by the 
wao-on, and the office of Mr. Stewart, the overseer, is besieged 
by persons desirous • of being passed to their own parish. He 
seems embarrassed and irresolute, and returns evasive answers. 
The worst fears are entertaining. 

Fresh Intelligence. 

The cause of the overseer's hesitation has transpired. The 
pass-cart and liorse have been lent to a tradesman, for a day's 
pleasure, and are not returned. llTothing can exceed the indigna- 
tion of the paupers ! they are all pouring towards the poor-house, 
lieaded by Timothy Gubbins, a desperate drunken character, but 
the idol of the Workhouse. The constables are retiring before 
this formidable body. The following notice is said to be posted 
up at the Town-hall : " Stick No Bills." 

Eleven d'cloclc. 

The m.ob have proceeded to outrage — the poor poor-house has 
not a whole pnne of glass in its v/hole frame ! The Magistrates, 
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with Mr. Higginbottom at their head, have agreed to call out the 
military ; and he has sent word that he will come as soon as ho 
has put on his uniform. 

A terrific column of little boys has just run down the High 
street, it is said to see a fight at the Green Dragon. ^ There is an 
immense crowd in the Market-Place. Some of the leading shop- 
keepers have had a conference with the Mayor, and the people 
are now being informed by a placard of the result. Gracious 
heaven ! how opposite is it to the hopes of all moderate men— - 
" The Mare is Hobstinate— He is at the Roes aud Crown— But 
refuses to treat." 

Ttuelve o'clock. 

The military has arrived, and is placed under his own com- 
mand. He has marched himself in a body to the market-place 
and is now drawn up one deep in front of the Pound. The mob 
are in possession of the v/alls, and have chalked upon them the 
following proclamation : " Stokian Pogians, be firm ! stick up for 
bonfires ! stand to your squibs r' 

Quarter j^cf'St Tivelve. 

Mr. Wigsby, the Master of the Free School, has declared 
on the side of Liberty, and has obtained an audience of the 
Mayor. He is to return in fifteen minutes for his Worship's 
decision. 

Half vast Ttvelve. 

During the interval, the i^Iayor has sworn in tvro special con- 
stables, and will concede nothing. When the excitement of the 
mob was represented to him by Mr. Wigsby, he pointed to a 
truncheon on a table, aud answered, ^' They may do their wors- 
est." The exasperation is av>^ful— -the most frightful cries are ut^ 
tered, "Huzza for Guys! Gubbins for eyer ! and no Higgin- 
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bottom !^' The military lias been ordered to clear tlie streets, but 
his lock is not flinty enough, and his gnn refuses to fire on the 
people. 

The constables have just obtained a slight advantage ; they 
made a charge altogethei-, and almost upset a Guy. On the left 
hand side of the way they have been less successful ; Mr. Hug- 
gins the beadle attempted to take p^fesession of an important 
street iDost, but was repulsed by a boy with a cracker. At the 
same moment Mr. Blogg, the churchwarden, was defeated in a 
desperate attempt to force a passage up a court. 

One o^clock. 

The military always dines at one, and has retreated to the Pig 
and Puncheon. There is a report that the head constable is 
taken with all his staff. 

Ttvo d^clocJc, 

A flying watchman has just informed us that the police axe 
victorious on all points, and the same has been confirmed by a 
retreatiug constable. He states that the Pound is full — Gubbins 
in the stocks, and Dobbs in the cage. That the whole mob 
would have been routed, but for a very corpulent man, who 
raihed them on running avv^ay. 

Half past Three, 

The check sustained by the mob proves to have been a reverse, 
tlie constables are the sufferers. The cage is chopped to faggots, 
v^Q hav'nt a pound, and the stocks are rapidly falling. Mr. 
"V^^igsby has gone again to the Mayor with overtures, the people 
demand the release of Dobbs and Gubbhis, and the demolition of 
the stocks, the pound, and the cage. As these are already de- 
stroyed, and Gubbins and Dobbs are at large, it is confidently 
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hoped by all moderate men that his Worship will accede to the 
terms. 

Fou7' d'cloch. 

The Mayor has rejected the terms. It is confidently affirmed 
that after this decision, he secretly ordered a post-chaise, and has 
set off with a pair of post horses as fast as they can't gallop. A 
meeting of the principal tradesmen has taken place, and the 
btitcher, the baker, the grocer, the cheesemonger, and the pnbli- 
can, have agreed to compose' a Provisional Government. In the 
mean time the mob are loud in their joy, — they are letting off 
squibs and crackers, and rockets, and devils, in all directions, and 
quiet is completely restored. 

We subjoin two documents, — one containing the articles drawn 
up by the Provisional Government and Mr. Wigsby ; the other, 
the genuine narrative of a spectator. 
Dear Ciiahles, 

The events of the last few hours, since I closed my minute nar- 
ration, are pregnant with fate ; and no words that I can utter on 
paper will give you an idea of their interest. Up to the hour at 
which I closed my sheet, anxiety regulated the movement of 
every watchful bosom ; but since then, the approaches to tran- 
quillity have met with barriers and interruptions. To tlie medi- 
tative mind, these 23opular paroxysms have their desolating deduc- 
tions. Oh, my Charles, I myself am almost sunk into an Agi- 
tator — so much do we take the colour from the dye in which our 
reasoning faculties are steeped. I stop the press — yes, Charles — 
I stop the press of circumstances to say, that a dawn of the Pa- 
cific is gleaming over the Atlantic of our disturbances; and I 
am enabled, by the kindness of Constable Adams, to send you a 
Copy of the Prehminaries, which are pretty well agreed upon, 
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and only wait to be ratified, I close my letter in haste. That 
peace may descend on the Olive Tree of Stoke Pogis, is the 
earnest prayer of, &c. 

H. J. P. 

P. S. — Show the Articles to Edward. He will with his 
benevolence, at once see that they are indeed precious articles for 
Stoke Pogis. 

CONDITIONS. 

1. That for the future, widows in Stoke Pogis shall be allowed 
th^ir thirds, and Novembers their fifths. 

' 2. That the property of Guys shall bo held inviolable, and 
their persons respected. 

3. That no arson be allowed, but all bonfires shall be burnt by 
the common hangman. 

4. That every rocket shall be allowed an hour to leave the 
place. 

5. That the freedom of Stoke Pogis be presented to Madame 
Hengler, in a cartridge-box. 

G. That the military shall not be called out, uncalled for. 
Y. That the parish beadle, for the time being, be authorised to 
stand no nonsense. 

8. That his Majesty's mail be permitted to pass on the night 
m question. 

9. That all animosities be buried in oblivion, at the Parish 
expense. 

10. That tlie ashes of old bonfires be never raked up. 

^ ^ ,^ \ Wagstaff, Hiffh Constable, 

(Signed) J ,, ' ^ 

V -^ -^ } WiGSBY. 
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The JVarrotiv of a High ■ Whitness loho seed every Think 
'proceed out of a Back-ioinder up Fore Fears to Mrs. 
Humphris, 

Mrs. Humpliris ! Litlel did I Dram, :^i my Tim of Life, to 
see Wat is before me. The hole Parrish is Throne into a panni- 
kin ] The Revelations has reeched Stock Poggis — and the 
people is riz agin the Kings rain, and all the Ponrs that be. Ail 
this Blessed Mourning Mrs. Griggs and Me as bean 'sitting 
abscondingly at the tiptop of the Hows crying for lowness. We 
have lockd our too selves in the back Attical Rome, and nothing- 
can come lip to our TIanksiety. Some say it is like the Frentch 
Plot— ;sum say sum thing moor arter the Dutch Patten is on the 
car-pit, and if so we shall Be iiored like Brussels. Well, I never 
did like them Brown holland brum gals 1 

Our Winder overlooks all the High Street, xcept jest "ware 
Mister Higgins jutts out Behind.. What a prospectus 1 — All 
riotism and hubbub. — There is a lowd speechifying round the 
Gabble end of the Hows. The Mare is arranging the Populous 
from one of his own long winders. — Poor Man ! — for all his fine 
goold Cheer, who wood Sit in his shews ! 

1 hobserve Mr. Tuder's bauld Hed uncommon hactiv in the 
Mobb, and so is Mister \Yagstaff the Constable, considdering- his 
rummatiz has only left one Harm disaffected to shew his loyah 
ness with. He and his men air staving iliQ mobbs Heds to make 
them Suppurate. They are trying to Custardise the Ringieders 
But as yet hav Captivated Noboddy. There is no end to acci- 
dence. Three unsensible boddies are Cai'rion over the way on 
Three Cheers, -but weather E ay bres or Gyes, is dubbious. Master 
Gollop too, is jest gon By on one of his Ants Shuters, with a 
Bunch of exploded Squibs gone off in his Trowsirs. It makes 
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Mrs G. and Me tremble like Axle trees, for our Hone nevvies. 
"Wile we ware at the open Winder they sliped out. With sich 
Broils in the Street who nose what Scraps they may git into. 
Mister J. is gon off with his musldtry to militate agin the niobb; 
and I fear without anny Sand Witches in his Cartrich Box. 
Mrs. Griggs is in the bam state of Singularity as meself. Onely 
think, Mrs. H. of two Loan V/iming looken Down on such a 
Heifervesence, and as Hignorant as the unbiggotted Babe of the 
state of our Husbandry ! to had to our Convexity, the Botcher 
has not Bean. No moor as the Backer and We shold here 
Nothing if Mister Higgins handn't hollowed up Fore Storys. 
What news he brakes ! That wicked Wigsby as reffused to Beed 
the Riot Ax, and the Town Clark is no Schollard ! Isn't that a 
bad Herring ! 

O Mrs. Humphris ! It is impossible to throe ones hies from 
one End of Stock Poggis to the other, Avithout grate Pane. 
Nothing is seed but Wivs asking for Huzbinds — nothing is 
heard but childerin looking for Farthers. Mr. Hatband the 
Undertacker as jist bean squibed and obligated for safeness to 
inter his own Hows. Mr. Higgins blames the unflexable Stubble- 
ness of the Mare and says a httel timely Concussion wood have 
been of Preventive Servis. Haven nose 1 For my Part I dont 
believe all the Concussion on Hearth wood hav prevented the 
Regolater bein scarified by a Squib and runnin agin the Bockit — 
or that it could unshatter Pore Master Gollop, or squentch Wider 
Welshis rix of Haze witch is now Flamming and smocking in 
two volumes. The ingins as been, but could not Play for want 
of Pips witch is too often the Case with Parrish inginuity. Wile 
affares are in this friteful Posturs, thank Haven I have one grate 
comfit. Mr. J. is cum back on his legs from Twelve to won 
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tired in the extreams with. Being a Standing Army, and Ms Uni- 
formity spatterdashed all over. He says his hone saving was 
onely thro leaving His retrenchments. 

Pore Mr. Grrigg^:) has cum In after his Wif in a state of grate 
exaggeration. He saj3 the Boys hav maid a Bone Fire of his 
garden fence and Pales upon Pales cant put it out. Severil 
Shells of a bombastic nater as been picked up in his Back Yard 
and the old Cro's nest as bean Perpetrated rite thro by a Rockit. 
We hav sent out the Def Shopman to here Avat he can and he 
says there is so Manny Crackers going he dont no witch report to 
Belive, but the'Fismongerers has Cotchd and with all his Stock 
compleatly Guttid. The Brazers next door is lickwise in Hashes, — 
but it is hopped he has assurance enuf to cover him All over. — 
They say nothing can save the Dwellins adjourning. Mrs. H. 
how greatful ought J and I to bee that our hone Premiss and 
propperty is next to nothing ! The effex of the ht on Bildings is 
marviilous. The Turrit of St. Magnum Bonum is quit clear and 
you can tell wat Time it is by the Clock verry planely only it 
stands ! 

The noise is enuf to drive won deleterious ! Too Specious 
Conestabbles is persewing littel Tidmash down the Hi Street and 
Sho grate fermness, but I trembel for the Pelisse. Peple drops 
in with Il^ew ISTews every Momentum. Sum say All is Lost — ^- 
and the town Criar is missin. Mrs. Griggs is quite retched at 
herein five httel Boys is throwd off a spirituous Cob among the 
Catherend Weals. But I hope it wants cobbobboration. 
Another Yuth its sed has had his hies Blasted by sum blowd 
Gun Powder. You Mrs. H. are Patrimonial, and may supose 
how these flying rummers Upsetts a Mothers Sperrits. 

Mrs. Humphris how I envy you that is not tossing on the 
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ragging bellows of these Flatulent Times, but living under a 
Mild Dispotic Govinment in such Sequestrated spots as Lonnon 
and Padington. May you never go thro such Transubstantiation 
as I have been riting in ! Things that stood for Sentries as bean 
removed in a Minuet — and the very effigis of wat was venerablest 
is now burning in Bone Fires > The Worshipfull chaer is emty. 
The Mare as gon oft clandestinely with a pare of Hossis, and 
without his diner. They say he complanes that his Gorperation 
did not stik to him as it shold have dun But went over to the 
other Side. Pore Sole — in sich a case I dont wunder he lost his 
Stommich. Yisterday he w^as at the summut of Pour. Them 
that hours ago ware enjoying parrish offiiciousness as been turned 
out of their Dignittis ! Mr. Barber says in futer all the Pernkial 
Authoritis will be Wigs. 

Pray let me no wat his Magisty and the Prim Minestir think 
of Stock Poggis's constitution, and believe me conclusively my 
deer Mrs. Humphris most frendly and truUy 

Bridget Jones. 
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Some moiitha since a young lady was much surprised at receiving, from the Cap. 
tain of a Whaler, a blank sheet of paper, folded in the form of a letter, and duly 
sealed. At last, recollecting the nature of sympathetic ink, she placed the missive on 
a toasting-fo'-k, and after holumg it to the fire for a minute or two, succeeded in 
thawing oufi the following verses. 



From seventy-two North latitude, 

Dear Kitty, I indite ; 
But first I'd have you understand 

How hard it is to write. 

Of thoughts that breathe and words that burn 

My Kitty, do not think,— 
Before I wrote these very lines, 

I had to melt my ink. 

Of mutual flames and lover's warmth, 

You must not be too nice ; 
The sheet that I am writing' on 

Was once a sheet of ice ! 

The Polar cold is sharp enough 

To freeze with icy gloss 
The genial current of the soul, 

E'en in a " Man of Ross." 

Pope says that letters waft a sigh 

From Indus to the Pole ; 
But here I really wish the post 

Would only " post the cot?/." 
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So chilly is the Northern blast, 
It blows me through and through j 

A ton of Wallsend in a note 
Would be a billet-doux ! 

In such a frigid latitude 

It scarce can be a sin, 
Should Passion cool a little, where 

A fary was iced in. 

I'm rather tired of endless snow.. 

And long for coals again; 
And would give up a Sea of Ice, 

For some of Lambton's Main. 

I'm sick of dazzling ice and snow 

The sun itself I hate; 
So very bright, so very cold, 

Just like a summer grate. 

l*''or opodeldoc I would kneel, 
My chilblains to anoint; 

Kate, the needle of the north 
Has got a freezing point. 

Our food is solids, — ere we put 
Our meat into our crops, 

We take sledge-hammers to our stea,ka 
And hatchets to our chops. 

So very bitter is the blast. 
So cutting is the air, 

1 never have been warm but once, 

When hugging with a bear. 

One thing I know you'll like to hear, 
Th' effect of Polar snows, 

I've left off snuff— one pinching day— - 
From leaving off mv nose. 
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I have no ear for music now; 

My ears both left together ; 
And as for dancing, I have cut 

My toes — it's cutting weather. 

I've said that you should have my hand, 

Some happy day to come; 
But, Kate, you only now can wed 

A finger and a thumb. 

Don't fear that any Esquimaux 

Can wean me from my own ; 
The Girdle of the Queen of Love 

Is not the Frozen Zone. 

At wives with large estates of snow 

My fancy does not bite ; 
I like to see a Bride — but not 

In such a deal of white. 

Give me for home a house of brick, 

The Kate I love at Kew I 
A hand unchapped — a merry eye; 

And not a nose, of blue ! 

To think upon the Bridge of Kew, 

To me a bridge of sighs; 
Oh, Kate, a pair of icicles 

Are standing in my eyes ! 

God knows if I shall e'er return, 

In comfort to be lull'd ; 
But if I do get back to port, 

Pray let me have it mull'd. 
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"My Tables J Meat it is, I set it down ! " 

Hamlet. 



1 THINK it was Spring — but not certain I am— - 

When my passion began first to work ; 
But I know we were certainly looking for lamb, 

And the season was over for pork. 

'Twas at Christmas, 1 think, when I met with Miss Chase, 
Yes, — for Morris had asked me to dine, — 

And I thought I had never beheld such a face, 
Or so noble a turkey and chine. 

Placed close by her side, it made others quite wild, 

With sheer envy to witness my luck ; 
How she blushed as I gave her some turtle, and sraiFd 

As I afterwards offered some duck. 

I looked and I languished, alas, to my cost. 
Through three courses of dishes and meats ; 

Getting deeper in love — but my heart was quite lost, 
When it came to the trifle and sweets ! 

With a rent-roll that told of my houses and land, 

To her parents I told my designs — 
And then to herself I presented my hand, 

With a very fine pottle of pines ! 
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I asked her to have me for weal or for woe. 

And she did not object in the least; — 
I can't tell the date — hut we married, I knov/, 

Just in time to have game at the feast. 

We went to — — , it certainly was the sea-side ; 

For the next, the most blessed of morns, 
I rememoer how fondly I gazed at my bride. 

Silting down to a plateful of prawns. 

O never may mem'ry lose sight of that year, 

But still hallow the time as it ought, 
That season the " grass " was remarkably dear, 

And the peas at a guinea a quart. 

So happ}/, like hours, all our days seem'd to haste^ 

A fond pair, such as poets have drawn, 
So united in heart— so congenial in taste, 

We were both of us partial to brawn ! 

A long life I looked for of bliss with my bride, 

But then Death — I ne'er dreamt about that ! 
Oh there's nothing is certain in life, as I cried, 

When my turbot eloped with the cat ! 

My dearest took ill at the turn of the year, 

But the cause no physician could nab ; 
But something it seem'd like consumption, I fear, 

It was just after supping on crab. 

In vain she w^as doctor'd, in vain she was dosed, 

Still her strength and her appetite pined ; 
She lost relish for what she had relish'd the most. 

Even salmon she deeply declin'd ! 

For months still I lingered la hope and hi doubt, 

While her form it grew wasted and thin ; 
But the last dying spark of existence wont out, 

As the oysters were just coming in ! 
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She died, and she left me the saddest of men 

To indulge in a widower's moan, 
Oh, I felt all the power of solitude then., 

As I ate my first natives alone ! 

But when I beheld Virtue's friends in their cloaks, 
And with sorrowful crape on their hats, 

my grief poured a flood 1 ^nd the out-of-door folks 
Wei'e all crying — I think it was sprats ! 
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" It's a nasty evening," said Mr. Dornton, the stockbroker, 
as he settled himself in the last inside place of the last Fulham 
coach, driven by onr old friend Mat — an especial friend in need, 
be it remembered, to the fair sex. 

" I would'nt be outside," said Mr. Jones, another stockbroker, 
" for a trifle." 

" Kor I, as a speculation in options," said Mr. Parsons, another 
frequenter of the Alley. 

" I vi^onder what Mat is waiting for," said Mr. Tidwell, " for 
we are full, inside and out." 

Mr. Tidwell's doubt was soon solved, — the coach-door opened, 
and Mat somewhat ostentatiously inquired, what indeed he very 
well knew—" I believe every place is took up inside ?" 

" We 're all here," answered Mr. Jones, on behalf of the usual 
complement of old stagers. 

"I told you so, Ma'am," said Mat, to a female who stood 
beside him, but still leaving the door open to an invitation from 
within. However, nobody spoke — on the contrary, I felt Mr. 
Hindmarsh, my next neighbour, dilating himself like the frog in 
the fable. 

" I don't know what I shall do," exclaimed the woman ; " I've 
no w^here to go to, and it's raining cats and dogs 1" 

-^ You'd better not hang about, anyhow," said Mat, " for you 

may ketch your death, — and I'm the last coach,— an't I, Mr. 

Jones?" 

3 
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"To be sure you are," said Mr, Jones, rather impatien%; 
" shut the door." 

" I told the lady the gentlemen couldn't make room for her," 
answered Mat, in a tone of apology, — " I'm very sorry, my dear" 
(turning towards the female), "you should have my seat, if. you 
could hold the ribbons— but such a pretty one as you ought to 
have a coach of her own." 

He began slowly closing the door. 

" Stop, Mat, stop !" cried Mr. Dornton, and the door quickly 
unclosed again ; " I can't give up my place, for I'm expected 
home to dinner ; but if the lady wouldn't object to sit on my 
knees—" 

" ISTot the least in the world," answered Mat, eagerly ; "you- 
Y/on't object, will you, ma'am, for once in the way, with a mar- 
ried gentleman, and a wet night, and tlie last coach on the 
road?" 

" If I thought I shouldn't uncommode," said the lady, preci- 
pitately furling her v/et umbrella, which she handed in to one 
gentleman, whilst she favoured another with hei' muddy pattens. 
She then followed herself, Mat, shutting the door behind her, in 
such a manner as to help her in. " I'm sure I'm, obliged for the 
favour," she said, looking round ; " but which gentleman was so 
kind?" 

" It was I who had the jjleasure of proposing, Madam," said 
Mr. Dornton : and before he pronounced the last word she was 
in his lap, with an assurance that she would sit as hghtsome as 
she could. Both parties seemed very well pleased with the 
arrangement; but to judge according to the rules of Lavater, 
the rest of the company were but ill at ease. For my own part, 
I candidly confess I was equally out of humour with myself an^ 
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the person who had set me such an example of gallantry. I, 
who had read the lays of the Troubadonrs — the awards of the 
old " Com'ts of Love," — the lives of the "preux Chevaliers" — 
the history of Sir Charles Grandison — to be outdone in courtesy 
to the sex by a married stockbroker ! How I grudged him the 
honour she conferred upon him — how I envied his feelings ! 

I did not stand alone, I suspect, in this unjustifiable jealousy ; 
Messrs. Jones Hindmarsh, Tidwell, and Parsons, seemed equally 
disinclined to forgive the chivah^ous act which had, as true 
kaights, lowered all our, crests and blotted our scutcheons, and 
cut off our spurs. Many an unfair jibe w^as launched at the 
champion of the fair, and when he attemp-^ed to enter into con- 
versation with the lady, he was interrupted by incessant questions 
of "What is stirring in the Alley f—^What is doing in Dutch?'* 
— " How are the Rentes ?" 

To all these questions Mr. Dornton incontinently returned busi- 
ness-like answers according to the last Stock Exchange quotations ; 
and he was in the middle of an elaborate enumeration, that so 
and so was very firm, and so and so very lov/, and this rather 
brisk, and that getting up, and operations, and fluctuations, and 
so forth, when somebody inquired about Spanish Bonds. 

" They are looking up, my c?m?'," answered Mr. Dornton, 
somewhat abstractedly ; and before the other stockbrokers had 
done tittering the stage stopped. A bell was rung, and whilst 
Mat stood beside the open coach-door, a staid female in a calash 
and clogs, with a lantern in her hand, came clattering pompously 
down a front garden. 

" Is Susan Pegge come ?" inquired a shrill voice. 

" Yes, I be," replied the lady who had been dry-nursed from 
town ;— " are you, ma'am, number ten, Grove Place ?" 
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" This is Mr. Dorn ton's," said the dignified woman in the hood, 
advancing her lantern, — " and — inercy on ns ! you're in master's 
lap l" 

A shout of laughter from five of the inside passengers corrobo- 
rated the assertion, and like a htertd cat out of the bag, the ci-de- 
vant lady, forgetting her umbrella and her pattens, bolted out of 
the coach, and with feline celerity rushed up the garden, and 
down the area, of number ten. 

" Renounce the woman !" said Mr. Dornton, as he scuttled out 
of the stage — " Why the devil didn't she tell me she was the 
new cook ? " 
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To the Editor of the Comic Annual. 

Sir, — In one of your Annuals yon have given insertion to " A 
Plan for Writing Blank Yerse in Rhyme ;" but as I have seen 
no regular long poem constructed on its principles, T £■ /ippose the 
scheme did not take with the literary world. Under these cir- 
cumstances I feel encouraged to bring forward a novelty of my 
own, and I can only regret that such poets as Chaucer and 
Cottle, Spenser and Hayley, Milton and Pratt, Pope and Pye, 
Byron and Batterbee, should have died before it was invented. 

The great difficulty in verse is avowedly the rhyme. Dean 
Swift says somewhere in his letters, " that a rhyme is as hard to 
find with him as a guinea," — and we all know that guineas are 
proverbially scarce among poets. The merest versifier that ever 
attempted a Yalentine must have met with this Orson, some 
nntameable savage syllable that refused to chime in with society. 
For instance, what poetical Foxhunter — a contributor to the Sport- 
ing Magazine — has not drawn all the covers of Beynard, Ceynard, 
Deynard, Feynard, Geynard, Heynard, Keynard, Leynard, Mey- 
nard, Neynard, Peynard, Queynard, to find a rhyme for Reynard \ 
The spirit of the times is decidedly against Tithe ; and I know of 
no tithe more oppressive than that poetical one, in heroic 
measure, which requires that every tenth syllable shall pay a 
sound in kind. How often the Poet goes up a fine, only to be 
stopped at the end by an impracticable rhyme, like a bull in a 
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blind alley ! I have an ingenious medical friend, "who miglit have 
been an eminent poet by this time, but the first line he wrote 
ended in ipecacuanha, and with all his physical and mental power 
he has never yet been able to find a rhyme for it. 




REFUSING TITHE. 



The plan I propose aims to obviate this hardship. My system 
is, to take the bull by the horns ; in short, to try at first what 
words vfiir chime, before you go farther and fare worse. To say 
nothing of other advantages, it will at least have one good effect, — 
and that is, to correct the erroneous notion of the would-be poets 
and poetesses of the present day, that the great end of poetry is 
rhyme. I beg leave to present a specim.en of verse, which proves 
quite the reverse, and am, Sir, 

Your most obedient servant, 

John Dryden Grubb. 
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THE DOUBLE KNOCK. 

Rat-tat it went upon the lion's chin, 
"That hat, I know it !" cried the joyful girl ; 
" Summer's it is, I know him by his knock, 
Comers like hitn are welcome as the day ! 
Lizzy ! go down and open the street-door, 
Busy I am to any one but Tzim. 
Know him you must — he has been often here : 
Show him up stairs, nnd tell him Fm alone." 

Quickly the maid went tripping down the stair; 
Thickly the heart of Hose Matilda beat; 
" Sure he has brought rne tickets for the pki}"-— 
Drury — or Co vent Garden— darling man ! — 
Kemble will play — or Kean who makes the soul 
Tremble; in Richard or the frenzied Moor — 
Farren, the stay and prop of many a iarce 
Barren beside— or Listou, Laughter's Child — 
Kelly the natural, to witness whom 
Jelly is nothing to the public's. jam — 
Cooper, the sensible, — and Walter Knowles 
Super, in Yv'illiiun Tell— now rightly told. 
Better — perchance, from Andrews, brings a box, 
Letter of boxes for the Italian, stage— 
Brocard 1 Donzelli ! Taglioni ! Paul ! 
No card, — thank heaven — engages me to night I 
Feathers, of course, no turban, and no toque — 
Weather's against it, but I'll go in curls. 
Dearly I dote on white—-- my satin dress, 
Merely one night — -it won't be much the worse-— 
Cupid — the New Ballet I long to see — 
Stupid ! why don't she go and ope the door !" 

Glisten'd her eye as the impatient girl 
Listen'd, low bending o'er the topmost stair. 
Vainly, alas ! she listens and she bends, 
Plainly she hears this question and reply. 
" Axes your pardon, Sir, but what d'ye want 1" 
" Taxes," says he, " and shall not call again I" 
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FilOM A PARISH CLERK IN BARBADOES TO ONE IN HAMPSHIRiSj 
VflTH AN ENCLOSURE, 



"Thoxi mayest conceive, O reader, with what concern I perceived the eyes c f the 
congregation fixed upon me."— Memoirs of P. P. 



My dear JedidiaHj 

Here I am safe and sound — wejl in body, and in fine voice 
for my calling — tliough thousands and thousands of miles, 1 may 
say, from the old living Threap-Ciim-Toddle. Little did I think 
to be ever giving out the Psalms across the Atlantic, or to be 
walking in the streets of Barbadoes, surrounded by BlackamoorSj 
big and little ; some crying after me, " There him go — look at 
Massa Amen I "^' Poor African wretches ! I do hope, by my 
Lord Bishop's assistance, to instruct many of them, and to teach 
them to have more respect for ecclesiastic dignitaries. 

Through a ludicrous clerical mischance, not fit for me to men- 
tion, we have preached but once since our arrival. Oh ! Jedidiah, 
how different from the row of comely, sleek, and ruddy plain 
English faces, that used to confront me in the Churchwarden's 
peYv^5 at the old service in Hants,— Mr. Perryman's clean, shining, 
bald head ; Mr. Truman's respectable powdered, and Mr. Cutlet's 
comely and well-combed caxon! — Here, such a set of grinning 

* Some readers may not be aware that in the English [established] 
Church the "Clerk" from his desk under the pulpit, leads the responses, 
and gives out the psalms. 
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sooty faces, that if I had been in any other place, I might have 
fancied myself at a meeting of Master Chimney-sweeps on May- 
Day. Yon know, Jedidiah, how strange thoughts and things 
will haunt the mind, in spite of one's self, at times the least ap- 
propriate : — the hne that follows " The rose is red, the violet's 
blue," in the old Valentine, I am ashamed to say, came across me 
I know not how often. Then after service, no sitting on a tomb- 
stone for a cheerful bit of chat with a neighbour — no invitation to 
dinner from the worshipful Churchwardens. The jabber of these 
Niggers is so outlandish or unintelligible, I can hardly say I am 
on speaking terms with any of our parishioners, except Mr. Pom- 
pey, the Governor's black, whose trips to England have made his 
English not quite so full of Greek as the others. There is one 
thing, however, that is^so great a disappointment of my hopes and 
enjoyments, that I think, if I had foreseen it,T should not have 
come out, even at the Bishop's request. The song in the play- 
book says, you know, " "While all Barbadoes' bells do ring ! " — but 
alas, Jedidiah, there is not a ring of bells in the whole island ! — 
You who remember my fondness for that melodious pastime, 
indeed I may say my passion, for a Grandsire Peal of Triple Bob- 
Majors truly pulled, and the changes called by myself, as Avlien I 
belonged to the Great Tom Society of Hampshire Youths, — may 
conceive my regret that, instead of coming here, I did not go out 
to Swan Biver — I am told they have a Peel there. 

I shall write a longer letter by the Nestor, Bird, which is the 
next ship. This comes by the Lively, Kidd, — only to inform you 
that I arrived here safe and well. Pray communicate the same, with 
my love and duty, to my dear parents and relations, not foi'getting 
Deborah and Darius at Porkington, and Uriah at Pigstead. The 
Bame to Mrs. Pugh, the opener, — Mr. Sexton, and the rest of my 



Hosted by 



Google 



58 HOOD'S OWN. 

clerical friends. I have no commissions at present, except to beg 
that you will dehver the enclosed, which I have written at Mr. 
Pompey's dictation, to his old black fellow servant, at number 45. 
Portland Place. Ask foi' Agamemnon dowai the area. If an 
opportunity should likewise offer of mentioning in any quarter 
that might reach the administration, the destitute state of our Bar- 
barian steeples, and belfreys, pray don't omit ; and if, in the mean 
time, you could send out even a set of small handbells, it might 
prove a parochial acquisition as well as to me. 

Dear Jedicliah, 
Your faithful Friend and fellow Clerk, 

Habakktjk Crumpe. 

P. S. — I send Pompey's letter open, for you to read. — You 
will see what a strange herd of black cattle I am among. 
[the enclosure.] 

I say, Aggy !— 

You remember me? — Yery w^ell. — Runav/ay Pompey, 
somebody else. Me Grovernor's Pompey. You remember ? Me 
carry, out Governor's piccaninny a walk. Yery well. Massa 
Amen and me write this to say the news. Barbadoes all bustle. 
Nigger-mans do nothing but talkee talkee. [Pom^^ey's right, Jedi- 
diah?^ The Bishop is come. Missis Bishop. Miss Bishop — all 
the Bishops. Yery well. The Bishop come in one ship, and him 
wigs come out in other ship. Bishop come one, two, three, 
Aveeks first. {It's too true^ Jedidiah.] Him say no wig, no 
Bishop. Massa Amen, you remember, say so too. Yery well. 
Massa Amen ask me everything about nigger-man, where him 
baptizes in a wvater. [So I did.] Me. tell him in the sea, in 
the river, any wheres abouts. You remember. Massa Amen 
ask at me again, who 'ficiates. Me tell him de Cayman. [What 
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7/i«'>?, Jedidiah, could he mean?'] Yeiy well. The day before 
the other day Bishop come to dinner with Governor and Gover- 
ness, up at the Big House. You remember,— -Missis Bishop too. 
Missis Bishop set him turban afire at a candle, and me put hini 
out. \With a kettle of scalding wate7\ Jedidtah.] Pompey get 
nothing for that. Yery well. 




"by gum hi T.I TUIIUAN AFIRE." 

I sa}', Aggy.^ — You Ivuow your Catechism? Massa Amo! 
ask him at me and my wife, Blaclc Juno, sometimes. You re- 
member. Massa Amen say, you give up a Devil? very well. 
Then him say, you give up ail work ? very vrell. Then him say 
again. Black Juno, you give up your Foinpeys and vanities? 
Black Juno shake her head, and say no, Massa Amen say you 
must, and then my wife cry ever so mucli. [Ifs a fact, Jedi- 
diah^ the black female made this ridicidoiis mistcihe^ 



Hosted by 



Google 



60 HOOD'S OWN. 

Yery well. Governor come to you in tliree montlis to see the 
King. Pompey too. You remember. Come for me to Black- 
wall, Me bring you some of Governor's rum. Black Juno say, 
tell Massa Agamemnon, he must send some fashions, sometimes. 
You remember ? Black Juno very smart. Him wish for a Bell 
Assembly. [Jedidiak, so do I.] You send him out, you re- 
member ? Yer]^ well. 

Massa Amen say write no more now. I say, pray one little 
word more for Agamemnon's wife. Give him good kiss from 
Pompey. [Jedidiak^ what a heathenish message/] Black Diana 
a kiss too. You remember ? Yery well. No more. 
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"Good Heaven ! Why even the httle children in France si^eak French I" 

Addison 




' Aliens ! Vile 1 
' No, Mounseer, 



Never go to France 

Unless you know the lingo, 

If you do, like me, 

You will repent, by jingo. 

Staring like a fool, 

And silent as a mummy, 

There I stood alone, 

A nation with a dumm}?- : 

11. 
Chaises stand for chairs. 
They christen letters Billies^ 
They call their mothers mares, 
And all their daughters Jillies ; 



Vite ! Vice ! Vitc !"' 

not veat - tli-:?jn3 wheats !" 



Strange it was to hear, 
ril tell you what's a good 'un, 
They call their leather queei', 
And half their shoes are wooden. 



Signs I had to make 
For every little notion, 
Limbs all going like 
A telegraph in motion, 
For wine I reel'd about, 
To show my meaning fully, 
And made a pair of horns, 
To ask for " beef and bully.'' 
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Moo ! 1 died for milk ; 

[ got my sweet things snugger, 

When I kissed Jeannette, 

'Twas understood for sugar. 

If I wanted bread. 

My jaws I set a-going, 

And asked for new-laid eggs, 

By clapping hands and crowing ' 

V. 

If I wish'd a ride, 

ril tell you how I got it ; 

On my stick astride, 

I made believe to trot it : 



Then their cash was strange, 
It bored me every minute, 
Now here's a Iwg to change, 
How many soivs are in it ! 



Never go to France, 

Unless you know the lingo ; 

If you do, like me, 

You will repent, by jingo ; 

Staring like a fool, 

And silent as a mummy, 

There I stood alone, 

A nation with a dummy ! 
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' Sweet Auburn, loveliest village of the plain." 

Goldsmith. 



I HAVE a great anxiety to become a topographer, and I do not 
know that I can make an easier commencement of the character, 
than by attempting a description of our village. It will be found, 
as my friend the landlord over 'the way says, that " things are 
drawn milcL''^ 

I live opposite the Green Man. I know that to be the sign, 
in spite of the picture, because I am told of the fact in large gilt 
letters, in three several places. The whole-length portrait of 
" Vhomme verdJ^ is rather imposing. He stands plump before 
you, in a sort of wrestling attitude, the legs standing distinctly 
apart, in a brace of decided boots, with dun tops, joined to a pair 
of Creole-coloured leather breeches. The rest of his dress is pecu- 
liar ; the coat, a two-flapper, green and brown, or, as they say at 
the tap, half-and-half ; a cocked hat on the half cock ; a short belt 
crossing the breast like a flat gas-pipe. The one hand stuck on the 
greeney-brown hip of my friend, in the other a gun with a barrel 
like an entire butt, and the butt like a brevver's whole stock. On 
one side, looking up at the vanished visage of his master, is all 
that remains of a liver-and-white pointer— seeming now to be 
some old dog from India, for his white complexion is turned yel- 
low, and his liver is more than half gone ! 
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The inn is really a very quiet, cozey, comfortable inn, tliougli 
the landlord announces a fact in largei* letters, metliinks, than his 
information warrants, viz., that he is ^'Licensed to deal in Foreign 
Wines and Spirits.^'' All innkeepers, I trust, are so licensed ; 
there is no occasion to make so brazen a brag of this sinecure 
permit. 

^ ^ ^? ^H ' 'h J/: 

I had written thus far, when the tarnished gold letters of the 
Green Man seemed to be suddenly re-gilt ; and on looking up- 
wards, I perceived that a sort of sky-light had been opened in the 




THE LADY OF OUR VILLAGE. 



clottdb, ;^iving entrance to a bright gleam of sunshine, which 
glowed with remarkable effect on a yellow post-chaise in the 
stable-yard, and brought the ducks out beautifully white from the 
black horse-pond. Tempted by the appearance of the weather, I 
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put down my pen, and strolled out for a quarter of an hour be- 
fore dinner to inhale that air, without which, like the chameleon, 
I cannot feed. On my return, I found, with some surprise, that 
my papers were a good deal discomposed ; but, before I had time 
for much wonder, my landlady -entered with one of her most oblig- 
ing curtseys, and observed that she had seen me writing 
in the morning, and it had occurred to her by chance, that I 
might by possibility have been writing a description of the village. 
I told her that 1 had actually been engaged on that very subject. 
" If that is the case, of course. Sir, you will begin, no doubt, about 
the Green Man, being so close by ; and I dare say, you would 
say something about the sign, and the Green Man with his top 
boots, and his gun, and his Indian liver-and-white pointer, though 
his white to be sure is turned yellow, and his liver is more than 
half gone." " You are perfectly right, Mrs. Ledger," I replied, 
" and in one part of the description, I think I have used almost 
your own very words." " Well, that i^ curious, Sir," exclaimed 
Mrs. L., and physically, not arithmetically, casting up all her hands 
and eyes. " Moreover, what I mean to say, is this ; and I only 
say that to save trouble. There's a young man lodges at the 
Greengrocer's over the way, who has writ an account of the 
village already to your hand. The people about the place call him 
the Poet, but, anyhoAV, he studies a good deal, and writes beauti- 
ful ; and, as I said before, has made the whole village out of his 
own head. ISTovf, it might save troable, Sir, if you was to write 
it out, and I am sure I have a copy, that, as far as the loan goes, 
is at your service. Sir." My curiosity induced me to take the 
offer ; and as the poem really forestalled what I had to say of the 
hamlet, I took my landlady's advice and transcribed it, — and 
here it is. 
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OUR VILLAGE.— BY A VILLAGER. 

Our village, that's to say not Miss Mitford's village, but our village 

of Bullock Smithy, 
Is come into by an avenue of trees, three oak pollards, two elders, 

and a withy; 
And in the middle, there's a green of about not exceeding an acre 

and a half ; 
It's common to all, and fed off by nineteen cows, six ponies, three 

horses, five asses, two foals, seven pigs, and a calf ! 
Besides a pond in the middle, as is held by a similar sort of common 

law lease, 
And contains twenty ducks, six drakes, three ganders, two dead dogs, 

four drown'd kittens, and twelve geese. 
Of course the green's cropt very close, and does famous for bowling 

when the little village boys play at cricket ; 
Only some horse, or pig, or cow, or groat jacl?:ass, is sure to come and 

stand right before the wicket. 
There's fifty-five private houses, let alone barns and workshops, and 

pig-styes, and poultry-huts, and such-like sheds ; 
With plenty of public-houses— two Foxes, one Green Man, three 

Bunch of Grapes, one Crown, and six King's Heads. 
The Green Man is reckon'd the best, as the only one that for love or 

money can raise 
A postilion, a blue jacket, two deplorable lame white horses, and a 

ramshackled " neat post-chaise." 
There's one parish church for all the people^ whatsoever may be 

their ranks in life or their degrees, 
Except one very damp, small, dark, freezing-cold, little Methodist 

chapel of Ease ; 
And close by the church-yard, there's a stone-mason's yard, that when 

the time is seasonable 
Will furnish with afflictions sore and marble urns and cherubims very 

low and reasonable. 
There's a cage, comfortable enough ; I've been in it with Old Jack 

Jeffrey and Tom Pike ; 
For the Green Man next door will send you in ale, gin, or any thing 

else you like. 
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I can't speak of the stocks, as nothing remains of them but the 

upright post ; 
But the pound is kept in repairs for the sake of Cob's horse, as ia 

always there almost. 
There's a smithy of course, where that queer sort of a chap in his 

way. Old Joe Bradley, 
Perpetually hammers and stammers, for he stutters and shoes horses 

very badly. 
There's a shop of all sorts, that sells every thing, kept by the widow 

of Mr. Task; 
But when you go there it's ten to one she's out of every thing you 

ask. 
You'll know her house by the sv/arm of boys, like flies, about the 

old sugary cask : 
There are six empty houses, and not so well paper'd inside as out. 
For bill-stickers won't bev/are, but sticks notices of sales and election 

placards all about. 
That's the Doctor's with a green door, where the garden pots in the 

windows are seen ; 
A weakly monthly rose that do'nt blow, and a dead geranium, and a 

tea-plant v\dth five black leaves and one green. 
As for hollyoaks at the cottage doors, and honeysuckles and jasmines, 

you may go and whistle ; 
But the Tailor's front garden grow two cabbages, a dock, a ha'porth 

of pennyroyal, two dandelions, and a thistle. 
There are three small orchards — Mr. Busby's the schoolmaster's is 

the chief — 
With two pear-trees that dont bear ; one plum and an apple, that 

every year is stripped by a thief. 
There's another small day-school too, kept by the respectable Mrs. 

Gaby, 
A select establishment, for six little boys and one big, and four little 

girls and a baby ; 
There's a rectory, with pointed gables and strange odd chimneys that 

never smokes, 
For the rector don't live on his living like other Christian sort of 

folks ; 
There's a barber's, once a-week well filled with rough black-bearded 

shock-headed churls, 
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And a window with two feminine men's heads, and two masculine 

ladies in false curls ; 
There's a butcher's, and a carpenter's, and a plumber's, and a small 

greengrocer's, and a baker, 
Bat he won't bake on a Sunday, and there's a sexton that's a coal- 
merchant besides, and an undertaker ; 
And a toy-shop, but not a whole one, for a viUage can't compare with 

the London shops ; 
One window sells drums, dolls, kites, carts, batts, Clout's balls, and 

the other sells malt and hops. 
And Mrs. Brown, in domestic economy not to be a bit behind her 

betters, 
Lets her house to a milliner, a watchmaker, a rat-catcher, a cobbler, 

lives in it herself, and it's the post-office for letters. 
Now I've gone through all the village — ay, from end to end, save and 

except one more house, 
But I haven't come to that — and I hope I never shall— and that's 

the Villasfe Poor-House ! 
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" Luck's all." 



Some men seem born to be lucky. Happier tlian kings, For- 
tune's wbeel has for tliem no revolutions. Whatever tliey touch 
turns to gold, — their path is paved with the philosopher's stone. 
At games of chance they have no chance ; but what is better, a 
certainty. They hold four suits of trumps. They get windfalls, 
without a breath stirring — as legacies. Prizes turn up for them 
in lotteries. On the turf, their horse — an outsider — always wins. 
They enjoy a whole season of benefits. At the very worst, in 
trying to drown themselves, they dive on some treasure undis- 
covered since the Spanish Armada ; or tie their halter to a hook, 
that unseals a hoard in the ceiling. That's their luck. 

There is another kind of fortune, called ill-luck ; so ill, that you 
hope it will die ; — but it don't. That's my luck. 

Other people keep scrap-books; but I, a scrape-book. It is 
theirs to insert bon-mots, riddles, anecdotes, caricatures, facetiae of 
all kinds ; mine to record mischances, failures, accidents, disap- 
pointments ; in short, as the betters say, I have always a bad 
book. Witness a few extracts, bitter as extract of bark. 

April 1st. Married on this day : in the first week of the 
honeymoon, stumbled over my father-in-law's beehives ! He has 
252 bees ; thanks to me, he is now^ able to check them. Some 
of the insects having an account against me, preferred to settle on 
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my calf. titers swarmed on my hands. My bald head seemed 
a perfect hummmg-top 1 Two hundred and fifty-two stings — it 
should be " stings — and arrows of outrageous fortune !" But 
that's my luck. Rushed bee-blind into the hoi'se-pond, and torii 
out by Tiger, the house dog. Staggered incontinent into the 
pig-sty, and collared by the sow — sus. per cell, for kicking her 
suckhngs ; recommended oil for my wounds, and none but lamp 
ditto in the house; relieved of the stings at last— what luck ! by 
252 operations. 

9th. Gave my adored Belinda a black eye, in the open street, 
aiming at a lad who attempted to snatch her reticule. Belinda's 
part taken by a big rascal, as deaf as a post, who wanted to fight 
me " for striking a woman." My luck again. 

12th. Purchased a mare, warranted so gentle that a lady 
might ride her, and, indeed, no animal conld be quieter, except 
the leather one, formerly in the Show-room, at Exeter Change. 
Meant for the first time to ride with Belinda to the Park- — put 
my foot in the stirrup, and found myself on my own back instead 
of the mare's. Other men are thrown by their horses, but a sad- 
dle does it for me. Well, — nothing is so hard as my luck — un- 
less it be the fourth flag or stone from the post at the north cor- 
ner of Harley-street. 

14th. Run down in a wherry by a coal-brig, off Greenwich, 
but providentially picked up by a steamer, that burst her boiler 
directly afterwards. Saved to be scalded 1 — But misfortunes with 
me never came single, from my very childhood. I remember when 
my little brothers and sisters tumbled down stairs, they always 
hitched halfway at the angle. My luck invariably turned the 
corner. It could not bear to bate me a single bump. 

I7th. Had my eye picked out by a pavior who was axin^ bis 
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way, he didn't care wliere. Sent home in a liackney chariot that 
upset. Paid Jarvis a sovereign for a shiUing*. My kick all over ! 

1st of May. My fme on fire. Not a sweep to be had for love 
or money ! — Lucky enough fo7' m^— the parish engine soon ar- 
rived, with all the charity school. Boys are fond of playing— 
and indulged their propensity by playing into my best drawing- 
room. Every friend I had dropped in to dinner. Nothing but 
Lacedemonian black broth. Others have pot-luck, but I have 
not even pint-luck — at least of the right sort. 

8th. Found, on getting up, that the kitchen garden had been 
stripped by thieves, but had the kick at night to catch some, one 
in the garden, by walking into my own trap. Afraid to call out, 
for fear of being shot at by the gardener, who would have hit 
me to a dead certainty — for such is my luck ! 

10th. Agricultural distress is a treat to mine. My old friend 
Bill — I must henceforth call him Corn-bill — has, this morning, 
laid his unfeehng wooden leg on my tenderest toe, like a thresher. 
In spite of Dibdln, I don't believe that oak has any heart : or it 
would not be such a walking tread-mill ! 

12th. Two pieces of " my usual." First knocked down by a 
mad bull. Secondly, picked up by a pick-pocket. Any body but me 
would have found one honest humane man out of a whole crowd ; 
but I am born to suffer, whether done by accident or done by design. 
Luckily for me and the pick-pocket, I was able to identify him, 
bound over to prosecute, and had the satisfaction of exporting him 
to Botany bay. I suppose I performed well in a court of justice, for 
the next day — " Encore un coup I "—I had a summons to serve 
with a Middlesex jury, at the Old Bailey, for a fortnight. 

14th. My number in the lottery has come up a capital prize. 
Luck at last — if I had not lost the ticket. 
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Whoe'er has seen upon the human face 
The yellow jaundice and the jaundice blacky 
May form a notion of old Colonel Case 
With nigger Pompey waiting at his back. 

Case, — as the case is, many time with folks 
From hot Bengal, Calcutta, or Bombay, 
Had tint his tint, as Scottish tongues would say, 
And show'd two cheeks as yellow as eggs' yolks. 
Pompey, the chip of some old ebon block, 
In hue was like his master's stiff cravat, 
And might indeed have claimed akin to ihat^ 
Coming, as he did, of an old black stock. 

Case wore the liver's livery that such 
Must wear, their past excesses to denote, 
Like Greenwich pensioners that take too much. 
And then do penance in a yellow coat. 
Pompey's, a deep and permanent jet dye, 
A stain of nature's staining — one of those 
We call fast colours — merely, I suppose, 
Because such colours never go or fly. 

Pray mark this difference of dark and sallow, 
Pompey's black husk, and the old Colonel's yellow. 

The Colonel, once a pennyless beginner, 
From a long Indian rubber rose a winner. 
With plenty of pagodas in his pocket, 
And homeward turning his Hibernian thought, 
Deem'd Wicklow was the very place that ought 
To harbour one whose wick v^^as in the socket. 
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Unhappily for Case's scheme of quiet, 
Wicklow just then was in a pretty riot, 
A fact recorded in each day's diurnals, 
Things, Case was not accustomed to peruse, 

Careless of news; 
But Pompey always read these bloody journals, 
Full of Killmany and of Killmore work, 
The freaks of some O'Shaunessy's shillaly, 
Of morning frays by some O'Brien Burke, 
Or horrid nightly outrage by some Daly; 
How scums deserving of the devil's ladle, 
Would fall upon the harmless scull and knock it, 
And if he found an infant in the cradle 
Stern Rock would hardly hesitate to rock it ; — 




CAPTAIN ROCE 



In fact, he read of burner and of killer, 

And Irish ravages, day after day. 

Till, haunting in his dreams, he used to say, 

That " Pompe'y cduld not sleep on Pompey'^ Pillar. ^^ 

4 
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Judge then the horror of the nigger's face 

To find— with such impressions of that dire land-— 

That Case, — his master, — was a packing case 

For Ireland ! 
He saw in fearful reveries arise, 
Phantasmagorias of those dreadful men 
Whose fame associate with Irish plots is, 
Fitzgeralds— Tones — O'Connors — Hares— and then 
" Those Emmets^ not so " little in his eyes " 

As Doctor Watts's ! 
He felt himself piked, roasted, — carv'd and hack'd, 
His big black burly body seemed in fact 
A pincushion for Terror's pins and needles,— 
Oh, how he wish'd himself beneath the sun 
Of Afric — or in far Barbadoes— one 
Of Bishop Coleridge's new Uack beadles. 




pompey's pillar. 

Full of this fright. 
With broken peace and broken English choking, 
As black as any raven and as croaking, 
Pompey rushed in upon his master's sight, 
Plump'd on his knees, and ciasp'd his sable digits, 
Thus stirrings Curiosity's sharp fidgets — 
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" O Massa! — Massa ! — Colonel ! — Massa Case — 
Not go to Ireland ! — Ireland dam bad place; 
Dem take our bloods — dem Irish — every drop — 
Oh why for Massa go so far a distance 

To have him life 1 "- Here Pompey made a stop, 

Putting an awful period to existence. 

" Not go to Ireland— not to Ireland, fellow, 

And murder'd — why should I be murder'd, Sirrah 1" 

Cried Case, with anger's tinge npon his yellow, — • 

Pompey, for answer, pointing in a mirror 

The Colonel's saffron, and his own japan, — - 

" Well, what has that to do — quick— speak outright, boy ? " 

" O Massa " — (so the explanation ran) 

" Massa be killed — 'cause Massa Orange Man, 

And Pompey killed — 'cause Pompey not a White Boy I '* 
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**ACCi;STOMED TO THE CARE OF CHILDREN." 

I SAWE a Mayd sitte on a Bank, 

Beguiled by Wooer fayne and fond ; 

And whiles His flatterynge Vowes She drank, 

Her Nurselynge slipt within a Pond ! 

All Even Tide they Talkde and Kist, 
For She was fay re and He was Kinde ; 
The Sunne went down before She v/ist 
Another Sonne had sett behinde ! 

With angrie Hands and frownynge Browe, 
That deemd Her owne the Urchine's Sinne, 
She pluckt Him out, but he was nowe 
Past being Whipt for fallynge in. 

She then beginnes to wayle the Ladde 
With Shrikes that Echo answerede round— 
O I foolishe Mayd to be soe sadde 
The Momente that her Care was drownd ! 
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'* Gay beina:, born to flutter ! " 

Sale's Glee. 



Is this yonr faith, then, Fanny ! 

What, to chat with every Dun ! 
Vm the one, then, but of many, 

Not of many, but the One! 

Last night you smil'd on all, Ma'am, 
That appear'd in scarlet dress; 

And your Regimental Ball, Ma'am, 
Look'd a little like a Mess. 
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I thought that of the Sogers 

(As the Scotch say) one might do, 

And that I, slight Ensign Rogers, 
Was the chosen man and true. 

But, 'shlood ! your eye was busy 
With that ragamuffin mob ; — 

Colonel Buddell — Colonel Dizzy — 
And Lieutenant-Colonel Cobb. 

General Joblin, General Jodkin, 
Colonels — Kelly, Felly, with 

Majors — Sturgeon, Truffle, Bodkin, 
And the Quarter- master Smith. 

Major Powderum — Major Dowdrum— 

Major Chowdrum — Major Bye- 
Captain Tawney— Captain Fawney, 
Captain Any-one— but I ! 

Deuce take it ! when the regiment 
You so praised, I only thought 

That you lov'd it in abridgement. 
But I now am better taught ! 

I went, as loving man goes. 
To admire thee in quadrilles ; 

But Fan, you dance fandangoes 
With just any fop that wills ! 

I went with notes before us. 
On the lay of Love to touch ; 

But with all the Corps in chorus, 
Oh ! it is indeed too much ! 

You once — ere you contracted 
For the Army — seemed my own ; 

But now you laugh with all the Staif, 
And I may sigh alone I— 
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I know not how it chances, 
When my passion ever dares, 

But the warmer my advances. 
Then the cooler are your airs. 

I am, I don't conceal it, 

But I am a little hurt; 
You're a Fan, and I must feel it, 

Fit for nothing but a Flirt 7 

I dreamt thy smiles of beauty 

On myself alone did fall ; 
But alas ! " Cos! Fan Tutti ! " 

Tt is thus, Fan, thus will all ! 

You have taken quite a mob in 

Of new military flames ;■— 
They would make a fine Round Robin 

If I gave you all their names ! 




A ROUND ROBIN. 
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There, in a lonely room, from bailiiFs sinig, 

The Muse found Scroggins stretched beneath a rug. 

Goldsmith. 



Poetry and poverty begin with tlie same letter, and, in more 
respects tlian one, are " as like each other as two P's. " — Nine 
tailors are the making of a man, but not so the nine MuseSo 
Their votaries are notoriously only water-drinkers, eating mutton 
cold, and dwelling in attics. Look at the miserable lives and 
deaths recorded of the poets. ■ " Butler," says Mr. D'Israeh, 
"lived in a cellar, and Goldsmith in a Deserted Tillage. Savage 
ran wild, — Chatterton was carried on St. Augustine's Back Hke 
a young gipsy ; and his half-starved Eowley always said heigho^ 
when he heard of gammon and spinach. Gray's days were ode- 
ious, and Gay's gaiety was fabulous. Falconer was shipwrecked. 
Homer was a blind beggar, and Pope raised a subscription for 
him, and went snacks. Crabbe found himself in the poorhouse, 
Spencer could'nt afford a great-coat, and Milton was led up and 
down by his daughters, to save the expense of a dog." 

It seems all but impossible to be a poet in easy circumstances. 
Pope has shown how verses are written by Ladies of Quahty— ~ 
and what execrable rhymes Sir Richard Blackmore composed in 
his chariot. In a hay-cart he might have sung like a Bm'ns. 

As the editors of magazines and annuals (save one) well know, 
the truly poetical contributions which can be inserted, are not 
those which come post free, in rose-coloured tinted paper, scent- 
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ed with muskj and sealed with fancy wax. 1 he real article ar- 
rives by post, unpaid, sealed with rosin, or possibly with a dab 
of pitch or cobbler's wax, bearing the impression of a halfpenny, 
or more frequently of a button, — the paper is dingy, and scant — 
the hand- writing has evidently come to the author by nature — 
there are trips in the spelling, and Priscian is a little scratch'd or 
so — but a rill of the true Castahan runs through the whole com- 
position, though its fountain-head was a broken tea-cup, instead 
of a silver standish. A few years ago I used to be favoured with 
numerous poems for insertion, which bore the signature of Fitz- 
ISTorman ; the crest on the seal had probably descended from tho 




' Y O U Pv V E R Y K TJ M 3 L !<; s K 11 Y A K T . " 



Conquest, and the packets were invariably delivered by a Patago- 
nian footman in green and gold. The author was evidently rich, 
and the verses were as palpably poor ; they were declined with 
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the usual answer to correspondents who do not answer, and the 
commanications ceased — as I thought for ever, but I was deceiv- 
ed : a few days back one of the dhtiest and raggedest of street 
urchins dehvered a soiled whity brown packet, closed with a 
wafer, which bore the impress of a thimble. The paper had 
more the odour of tobacco than of rose leaves, and the writing 
appeared to have been perpetrated with a skewer dipped in 
coffee-grounds; but the old signature of Fitz-Norman had the 
honour to be my " very humble servant" at the foot of the letter. 
It was too certain that he had fallen from affluence to indigence, 
but the adversity which had wrought such a change upon the 
writing implements, had, as usual, improved his poetry. The neat 
crov/quill never traced on the superfine Bath paper any thing so 
unaffected as the following : — 

STANZAS. 

WRITTEN UNDER THE FEAR OF BAILIFFS. 

Alas ! of all the noxious things 

That wait upon the poor, 
Most cruel is that Felon-Fear 

That haunts the " Debtor's Door 1" 

Saint Sepulchre's begins to toll, 

The Sheriffs seek the cell :— 
So I expect their officers, 

And tremble at the bell! 

I look for heer, and yet I quake 

With fright at every tap ; 
And dread a douNe-lcnoclc, for oh ! 

I've not a single ray ! 
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SONNETo 

WRITTEN IN A WORKHOUSE. 

Oh, blessed ease ! no more of heaven I ask : 

The overseer is gone — that vandal elf — 

And hemp, unpick'd, may go and hang itself, 
While I, untask'd, except with Cowper's Task, 
In blessed literary leisure bask, 

And lose the workhouse, saving in the works 

Of Goldsmiths, Johnsons, Sheridans, and Burkes ; 
Eat prose and drink of the Castalian flask ; 
The themes of Locke, the anecdotes of Spence, 

The humorous of Gay, the Grave of Blair— 
Unlearned toil, unlettered labours, hence ! 

But, hark ! I hear the master on the stair 
And Thomson's Castle, that of Indolence, 

Must be to me a castle in the air. 



SONNET. — A SOMNAMBULIST.' 



" A change came o'er the spirit of my dream," 

Bykon. 



Methought— -for Fancy is the strangest gadder 

When sleep all homely mundane ties hath riven— 
Methought that I ascended Jacob's ladder, 

With heartfelt hope of getting up to Heaven : 

Some bell, I knew not whence, was sounding seven 
When I set foot upon that long one-pair ; 

And still I climbed when it had chimed eleven. 
Nor yet of landing-place became aware ; 
Step after step in endless flight seem'd there ; 

But on, with steadfast hope, I struggled still, 
To gain that blessed haven from all care. 

Where tears are wiped, and hearts forget their ill. 
When, 1o ! I wakened on a sadder stair— 

Tramp-^tramp—tramp— tramp— upon the Brixton Mill ! 
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FUGITIVE LINES ON PAWNING MY WATCH, 



' Aurum pot-a-Mle : " — Gold biles the pot. 

Free Translation. 



Farewell then, my golden repeater, 
We're come to my Uncle's old shop ; 

And hunger won't be a diimb-waiterj 
The Cerberus growls for a sop I 

To quit thee, my comrade diurnal, 
My feelings will certainly scotch ; 

But oh 1 there's a riot internal, 

And Famine calls out for the Watch I 

Oh ! hunger's a terrible trial, 

I really must have a relief, — 
So here goes the plate of your dial 

To fetch me some Williams's beef! 

As famish'd as any lost seamaD, 

I've fasted for many a dawn, 
And now must play chess with the Demon, 

And give it a clieck v/ith a paimi. 

I've fasted, since dining at Euncle's, 
Two days with true Percival zeal — 

And now must make up at my Uncle's, 
By getting a ditplicaie menl. 

No Peachum it is, or young Lockit, 
That rifles my fob with a snatch ; 

Alas ! I must pick my own pocket, 
And make gravy-soup of my watch ! 

So long I have wander'd a starver, 
I'm getting as keen as a hawk ; 

Time's long hand must take up a carver, 
His short hand lay hold of a fork. 
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Right heavy and sad the event is, 
But oh ! it is Poverty's crime ; 

I've been such a Brownrigg's Apprentice, 
I thus must be " out of ray Time." 




"oh my prophetic s o u l —• m Y U N CI, in . 

Alas ! when in Brook Street the upper, 
In comfort I lived between walls, 

I've gone to a dance for my supper ;— 
But now I must go to Three Balls ! 

Folks talk about dressing for dinner, 
But I have for dinner undrest; 

Since Christmas, as I am a sinner, 
I've eaten a suit of ray best. 
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I have.n't a rag or a raummock 
To fetch me a chop or a steak ; 

I wish that the coats of my stomach 
Were such as my Uncle would take 1 

When dishes were ready with garnish 

My watch used to warn with a chime- 
But now my repeater must furnish 
The dinner in lieu of the time ! 

My craving will have no denials, 
I can't fob it off, if you stay, 

So go, — and the old Seven Dials 
Must tell me the time of the day. 

Your chim.es I shall never more hear 'em 
To part is a Tic Douloureux ! 

But Tempus has his edax rerura, 
And I have my Feeding-Time too ! 

Farewell then, my golden repeater, 
We're come to my Uncle's old shop — 

And Hunger won't be a dumb-waiter, 
The Cerberus growls for a sop I 
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(by himself). 



This, this, is solitude." 

LoBD Byeon. 



I WAS born, I may almost say, an orphan : my Father died 
three months before I saw the light, and my Mother three hours 
after — thus I was left in the whole world alone, and an only 
child, for I had neither Brothers nor Sisters ; much of my after- 
passion for solitude might be ascribed to this cause, for I believe 
our tendencies date themselves from a much earlier age, or? 
rather, youth, than is generally imagined. It was remarked that 
I could go alone at nine months, and I have had an aptitude to 
going alone all the rest of my life. The first words I learned to 
say, were " I by myself, I "—or thou — or he — or she — or it — 
but I was a long time before I could pronounce any personals in 
the plural ; my little games and habits were equally singular. I 
was fond of playing at Solitary or at Patience, or another game 
of cards of my own invention, namely, whist, with three dummies. 
Of books, my favourite was Robinson Crusoe, especially the fii'st 
part, for I was not fond of the intrusion of Friday, and thought 
the natives really were Savages to spoil such a solitude. At ten 
years of age I was happily placed with the Rev. Mr. Steinkopft^ 
a widower, who took in only the limited number of 'six pupils, 
and had only me to begin with : here I enjoyed myself veiy 
much, learning in a first and last class in school hours, and play- 
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ing in play time at hoop, and other pretty games not requiring 
partners. My playground was, in short, a garden of Eden, and I 
did not even sigh for an Eve, but, like Paradise, it was too hap- 
py to last. I was removed from Mr. Steinkopff 's to the Univer- 
sity of Gottingen, and at once the eyes of six hundred pupils, 
and the pupils of twelve hundred eyes, seemed fastened upon 
me ; I felt like an owl forced into day-light ; often and often I 
shamm'd ill, as an excuse for confining myself to my chamber, 
but some officious would-be friends, insisting on coming to sit 
with me, as they said, to enliven my sohtude, I was forced as a 
last resource to do that which subjected me, on the principle of 
Howard's Prison Disciphne, to solitary confinement. But even 
this pleasure did not last ; the heads of the College found out 
that solitary confinement was no punishment, and put another 
student in the same cell ; in this extremity I had no alternative 
but to endeavour to make him a convert to my principles, and in 
some days I succeeded in convincing him of the individual inde- 
pendence of man, the solid pleasure of solitude, and the hollow 
one of society, — in short, he so warmly adopted my views, that 
in a transport of sympathy we swore an eternal friendship, and 
agreed to separate for ever, and keep ourselves to ourselves as 
much as possible. To this end v/e formed with our blanket a 
screen across our cell, and that we might not even in thought 
associate with each other, he soliloquised only in French, of which 
I was ignorant, aud I in Enghsh, to which he was equally a 
stranger. Under this system my wishes v/ere gratified, for I 
think I felt more intensely lonely than I ever remember when 
more strictly alone. Of course this condition had a conclusion ; 
we were brought out again unwillingly into the common world, 
and the firm of Zimmermann, Nobody, and Co., was compelled to 
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admit — six liimdved partners. — In tMs extremity, my fellow 
prisoner Zingleman and myself had recourse to tlie persuasions 
of oratory. We preached solitude, and got quite a congregation, 
and of the six hundred hearers, four hundred at least became 
converts to our Unitarian doctrine ; every one of these disciples 
strove to fly to the most obscure recesses, and the little cemetery 
of the College had always a plenty of those who were trying to 
make themselves scarce. This of course was afflicting ; as in the 
game of puss in a corner, it was difficult to get a corner unoccu- 
pied to be alone in ; the defections and desertions from the Col- 
lege were consequently numerous, and for a long time the State 
Gazette contained daily advertisements for missing gentlem"en, 
with a description of their persons and habits, and invariably con- 
cluding with this sentence : " of a melancholy turn, — calls himself 
a Zimmermaman, and affects solitude. " In fact, as Schiller's 
Robbers begot Eobbers, so did my sohtude beget solitudinarians, 
but with this difference, that the dramatist's disciples frequented 
the Highways, and mine the Byeways ! 

The consequence was what might have been expected, which I 
had foreseen, and ardently desired. I was expelled from the Uni- 
versity of G-ottingen. This was perhaps the triumph of my life. 
A grand dinner was got up by Zingleman in my honour, at 
which more than three hundred w^ere present, but in tacit hom- 
age to my principles, they never spoke nor held any communica- 
tion with each other, and at a concerted signal the toast of " Zim- 
mermann and Solitude" was drunk, by dumb show, in appropri- 
ate solemn silence. I was much affected by this tribute, and left 
with tears in my eyes, to think, with such sentiments, how*" many 
of us might be thrown together again. Being thus left to my- 
self, like a vessel with only one hand on board, I was at liberty 
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to steer my own course, and accordingly took a lodging at Num- 
ber One, in Wilderness Street, that held out the inviting prospect 
of a single room to let for a single man. In this congenial situa- 
tion I composed that, my great work on Solitude, and here I 
think it necessary to warn the reader against many spurious 
books, calling themselves " Companions to Zimmermann's Soli- 
tude," as if solitude could have society. Alas, from this work I 
may date the decline which my presentim.ent tells me will termi- 
nate in my death. My book, though written against populous- 
ness, became so popular, that its author, though in love with 
loneliness, could never be alone. Striving to fly from the face of 
man, I could never escape it, nor that of woman and child into 
the bargain. When I stirred abroad mobs surrounded me, and 
cried, " Here is the Solitary !" — y^^hen I staid at home I was 
equally crowded ; all the public societies of Gottingen thought 
proper to come up to me with addresses, and not even by dejDuta- 
tion. Fhght was my only resource, but it did not ayail, for I 
could not fly from myself. Wherever I w^ent Zimmermann and 
Solitude had got before me, and their votaries assembled to meet 
me. In vain I travelled throughout the European and Asiatic 
continent : with an enthusiasm and perseverance of which only 
Germans are capable, some of my countrymen were sure to 
haunt me, and really showed by the distance they journeyed, 
that they m^yg ready to go all lengths with me and my doctrine. 
Some of these Pilgrims even brought their wives and children 
along with them, in search of my solitude ; and were so unreason- 
able even as to murmur at my taking the inside of a coach, or 
the cabin of a packet-boat to myself. 

From these persecutions I was released by what some persons 
would call an unfortunate accident, a vessel in which I sailed 
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from Leghorn, going down at sea with, all hands excepting my 
own pair, which happened to have grappled a hen-coop. There 
was no sail in sight, nor any land to be seen — nothing but sea 
and sky ; and from the midst of the watery expanse it was per- 
haps the first and only glimpse I ever had of real and perfect soli- 
tude, yet so inconsistent is human nature, I could not really and 
perfectly enter into its enjoyment. I was picked up at length by 
a British brig of war ; and, schooled by the past, had the presence 
of mind to conceal my name, and to adopt the Enghsh one of 
Grundy. Under this nom de guerre^ but really a name of peace, 
I enjoyed comparative quiet, interrupted only by the pertinacious 
attendance of an unconscious countryman, who, noticing my very 
retired habits, endeavoured by daily lectures from my own work, to 
make me a convert to my own principles. In short, he so v/ore 
me out, that at last, to get rid of his importunities, I told him 
in confidence that I was the author himself. But the result was 
anything but what I expected ; and here I must blush again for 
the inconsistency of human nature. While Winkells knew me 
only as Grundy, he painted nothing but the charms of SoHtude, 
and exhorted me to detach myself from society ; but no sooner 
did he learn that I was Zimmermann, than he insisted on my 

going to Lady C 's rout and his own converzatione. In 

fact, he wanted to make me, instead of a Lion of the Desert, a 
Lion of the Menagerie. How I resented such a proposition may 
be supposed, as well as his offer to procure for me the first va- 
cancy that happened in the situation of Hermit at Lord P ~'s 

"Hermitage ; being, as he was pleased to say, not only able to 
bear solitude, but well-bred and well-informed, and fit to receive 
company. The effect of this unfortunate disclosure was to make 
me leave Ens^lancl, for fear of meetino- Vith the fate of a man or 
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an ox that ventures to quit the common herd. I should imme- 
diately have been declared mad, and mobbed into lunacy, and 
then put into solitary confinement, with a keeper always with 
me, as a person beside himself, and not fit to be left alone for a 
moment. As such a fate would have been worse to me than 
death, I immediately left London, and am now hving anonymous^ 
ly in an uninhabited house, — prudence forbids me to say wher« 




" Sarp, I am at where?- 
« Well, I know you be ' 
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" The Needles have sometimes been fatal to Mariners." 

Picture of Isle of Wight. 



One close of day — 'twas in the 

bay 
Of Naples, bay of glory ! 
While light was hanging crowns 

of gold ,, 

On mountains high and hoary, 
A gallant bark got unaer weigh, 
And with her sails my story. 

For Leghorn she was bound di- 
rect, 
With wine and oil for cargo, 
Her crew of men some nine or ten, 
The captain's name was lago ; 
A good and gallant bark she was. 
La Donna (eall'd) del Lago. 

Bronzed mariners were her's to 

view, 
With brown cheeks, clear or 

muddy. 
Dark, shining eyes, and coal-black 

hair, 
Meet heads for painter's study ; 
But 'midst their tan there stood 

one man, 
Whose che^k was fair and ruddy ; 



His brow was high, a loftier brow 
Ne'er shone in song or sonnet, 
His hair a little scant, and when 
He doff 'd his cap or bonnet, 
One saw that Grey had gone be- 
yond 
A premiership upon it I 

His eye — a passenger was he, 
The .cabin he had hired it, — 
His eye was grey, and when he 

look'd 
Around, the prospect fired it — ■ 
A fine poetic light, as if 
The Appe-Nihe inspired it. 

His frame was stout, in height 

about 
Six feet — well made and portly ; 
Of dress and manner just to give 
A sketch, but very shortly, 
His order seem'd a composite 
Of rustic with the courtly. 

He ate and quaff 'd, and joked and 

laugh'd, 
And chatted -with the seamen, 
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And often task'd their skill and 

ask'd 
" What weather is't to be, man ? " 
No demonstration there appear'd 
That he was any demon. 

No sort of sign there was that he 
Could raise a stormy rumpus, 
Like Prospero make breezes blow, 
And rocks and billows thump 

us, — 
But little we supposed what he 
Could with the needle compass! 

Soon came a storm — the sea at 

first 
Seem'd lying almost fallow — 



When lo ! full crash, with billowy 
dash, 

From clouds of black and yel- 
low, 

Came such a gale, as blows but 
once 

A cent'ry, like the aloe ! 

Our stomachs we had just pre- 
pared 
To vest a small amount in ; 
When, gush! a flood of brine 

came down 
The skylight — quite a fountain, 
And right on end the table reared, 
Just like the Table Mountain. 
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Down rush'd the soup, down 

gush'd the wine, 
Each roll its role repeating, 
Roll'd down — the round of beef 

declared 
For parting — not for meating 1 
Off flew the fowls, and all the 

game 
Was " too far gone for eating ! " 

Down knife and fork — down went 
the, pork, 

The lamb too broke its tether; 

Down mustard went — each condi- 
ment — 

Salt — pepper— all together ! 

Down every thing, like craft that 



The Downs in stormy weather. 

Down plunged the Lady of the 

Lake, 
Her timbers seem'd to sever ; 
Down, down, a dreary derry down, 
Such lurch she had gone never ; 
She almost seem'd about to take 
A bed of down for ever ! 

Down dropt the captain's nether 

jaw. 
Thus robb'd of all its uses, 
He thought he saw the Evil One 
Beside Vesuvian sluices. 
Playing at dice for soul and ship, 
And throwing Siiik and Deuces. 

Down fell the steward on his face, 
To all the Saints commending ; 
And candles to the Virgin vaw'd, 



As save-alls 'gainst his ending. 
Down fell the mate, he thought 

his fate, 
Check-mate, was close impending 

Down fell the cook — the cabin 

boy, 
Their beads with fervour telling, 
While alps of serge, with snowy 

verge, 
Above the yards came yelling. 
Down fell the crew, and on their 

knees 
Shudder'd at each white swelling! 

Down sunk the sun of bloody 

hue. 
His crimson light a cleaver 
To each red rover of a wave • 
To eye of fancy-weaver, 
Neptune, the God, seem'd tossicg 

in 
A raging scarlet fever ! 

Sore, sore afraid, each papist 

pray'd 
To Saint and Virgin Mary ; 
But one there was that stood 

composed 
Amid the waves' vagary ; 
As staunch as rock, a true game 

cock 
'Mid chicks of Mother Gary ! 

His ruddy cheek retain'd its 

streak. 
No danger seem'd to shrink him : 
His step still bold, — of mortal 

mould 
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The crew could hardly think him : 
The Lady of the Lake, he seem'd 
To know, could never sink him. 

Relax'd at last the furious gale 
Quite out of breath with racing ; 
The boiling flood in milder mood, 
With gentler billows chasing ; 
From stem to stern, with fre- 
quent turn, 
The Stranger took to pacing. 

A.nd as he walk'd to self he talked, 
Some ancient ditty thrumming, 
fn under tone, as not alone — 



Now whistling, and now hum- 
ming — 

"You're welcome, Charlie," 
" Cowdenknowes," 

" Kenmure," or " Cambeil's Com- 
ing." 

Down went the wind, down went 
the wave, 

Fear quitted the most finical ; 

The Saints, I wot, were soon for- 
got, 

And Hope was at the pinnaclr) 

When rose on high a frightful 
cry— 

" The Devil's in the binnacle ' '' 




A RUFF SEA. 



The Saints be near," the helms- The needle seems to alter; 

man cried, God. only knows where Chifli^« 

His voice with quite a falter — lies. 

'*- Steady's my helm, but every look Jamaica, or Gibraltar 1 " 
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The captain stared aghast- at mate, 
The pilot at th' apprentice ; 
No fancy of the German Sea 
Of Fiction the event is : 
But when they at the compass 

look'd, 
It seem'd non compass mentis. 

Now north, now south, now east, 

now west, 
The wavering point was shaken, 
'Twas past the whole philosophy 
Of Newton, or of Bacon; 
Never by compass, till that hour, 
Such latitudes were taken ! 

With fearful speech, each after 

each 
Took turns in the inspection ; 
They found no gun — no iron — 

none 
To vary its direction ; 
It seem'd a new magnetic case 
Of Poles in Insurrection ! 

Farewell to wives, farewell their 

lives, 
And all their household riches ; 
Oh ! while they thought of girl or 

boy, 
And dear domestic niches, 
All down the side which holds the 

heart, 
That needle gave them stitches. 

With deep amaze, the Stranger 

gaz'd 
To see them so white-liver'd : 
And walk*d abaft the binnadle, 



5 



To know at what they shiver'd; 
But when he stood beside the 

card, 
St. Josef ! how it quiver'd ! 

No fancy-motion, braiii-begot, 
In eye of timid dreamer— 
The nervous finger of a sot 
Ne'er show'd a plainer tremor; 
To every brain it seem'd too plain; 
There stood th' Infernal schemer^ 

Mix'd brown and blue each visage 
grew, 

Just like a pullet's gizzard ; 

Meanwhile the captain's wander- 
ing wit, 

From tacking like an izzard, 

Bore down in this plain course at 
last, 

« It's Michael Scott—theWizard!" 

A smile past o'er the ruddy face, 

" To see the poles so falter 

I'm puzzled, friends, as much as 

you. 
For with no fiends I palter; 
Michael I'm not-— although a 

Scott— 
My christian name is Walter." 

Like oil it fell, that name, a spell 

On all the fearful faction ; 

The Captain's head (for he had 

read) 
Confess'd the Needle's action, 
And bow'd to Him in whom the 

North 
Has lodged its mainattractidli! 
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Of wedded bliss 
Bards sing amiss, 
I cannot make a song of it ; 
For 1 am small, 
My wife is tall, 



When we debate 
It is my fate 
To always have the wrong of it j 
For I am small, 
And she is tall, 



And that's the short and long of it ; And that's the short and long of it ! 




LONG COMMONS AND SHORT COMMONS. 

And when I speak, For I am small, 

My voice is weak, And she is tall, 

Bat h0f g — ahe makes a gong of it ; Arid that's the short and long of it^ 
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She has, in brief, Against my life 

Command in Chief, She'll take a knife, 

And I'm but Aide-de-camp of it ; Or fork, and dart the prong of it ; 
For I am small. For I am small, 

And she is tal]| And she is tall, 

And that's the short and long of it ! And that's the short and long of it 1 

She gives to me I sometimes think 

The weakest tea, I'll take to drink, 

And takes the whole Souchong And hector when I'm strong of 
of it ; it ; 

For I am small. For I am small, 

And she is tall, And she is tall, 

And that's the short and long of it ! And tliat's the short and long of it ! 

She'll sometimes grip O, if the bell 

My buggy whip. Would ring her knell, 

And make me feel the thong of it ; I'd make a gay ding dong of it ; 
For I amssraall, For I am small, 

And she is tall. And she is tall. 

And that's the short and long of it ! And that's the short and long of it 1 




• Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little, long." 
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PROTECTING THE FARE. 



€^t iUBl. 



A SERIOUS BALLAD, 



* Like the two Kings of Brentford smelling at one nosegay." 



In Brentford town, of old renown, 
There lived a Mister Bray, 

Who fell in love with Lucy Bell, 
And so did Mr. Clay. 

To see her ride from Hammer- 
smith, 
By all it was allow'd, 
Such fair outsides are seldom 
seen, 
Such Angels on a Cloud. 



Said Mr. Bray to Mr. Clay, 
You choose to rival me, 

And court Miss Bell, but there 
your court 
No thoroughfare shall be. 

Unless you now give up your 

suit, 

You may repent your love; 
I who have shot a pigeon match, 

Can shoot a turtle dove. 
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So pray before you woo lier more, 
Consider what you do ; 

If you pop aught to Lucy Bell,— - 
I'll pop it into you. 

Said Mr. Clay to Mr. Bray, 
Your threats I quite explode; 
One who has been a volunteer, 
Knows how to prime and load. 

And so I say to you unless 
Your passion quiet keeps, 

I who have shot and hit bulls' 
eyes, 
May chance to hit a sheep's. 

Now gold is oft for silver changed. 
And that for copper red ; 

But these two went away to give 
Each other change for lead. 

But first they sought a friend 
a-piece, 
This pleasant thought to give — 
When they were dead, they thus 
should have 
Two seconds still to live. 

To measure out the ground not 
long 

The seconds then forebore. 
And having taken one rash step 

They took a dozen more. 

They next prepared each pistol- 
pan 
Against the deadly strife, 



By putting in the prime of death 
Against the prime of life. 

Now all wa^ ready for the foes, 
But when they took their 
stands, 
Fear made them tremble so they 
foimd 
Thej^ both were shaking hands. 

Said Mr. C. to Mr. B., 
Here one of us may fall, 

And like St. Paul's Cathedral 
now, 
Be doom'd to have a ball. 

I do confess I did attach 
Misconduct to your name ; 

If I withdraw the charge, will then 
Your ramrod do the same? 

Said Mr. B., I do agree — 
But think of Honour's Courts ! 

If we go off without a shot. 
There will be strange reports. 

But look, the morning now is 
bright, 

Though cloudy it begun ; 
Why can't we aim above, as if 

We had call'd out the sun '^ 

So up into the harmless air, 
Their bullets they did send ; 

And may all other duels have 
That upshot in the end ! 
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"So while I fondly imagined we were deceiving my relations, and flattered my- 
self that I should outwit and incense them all; behold, my hopes are to be crushed 
at once, by my aunt's consent and approbation, and I am myself the only dupe. But 
here, Sir, — here is the picture ! " — Lydia Languish 



DAYS of old, O days of Knights, 
Of tourneys and of tilts, 

When love was balk'd and valour 
stalk'd 

On high heroic stilts — 

Where are ye gone 1 — adventures 
cease, 

The world gets tame and flat, — 

We've nothing now but New Po- 
lice — 

There's no Romance in that ! 

1 wish I ne'er had learn'd to read, 
Or RadcliiFe how to write ; 

That Scott had been a boor on 

Tweed, 
And Lewis cloister'd quite ! 
Would I had never drunk so deep 
Of dear Miss Porter's vat ; 
I only turn to life, and weep — - 
There's no Romance in that ! 

No Bandits lurk — no turban'd 

Turk 
"'o Tunis bears me off— 
'\ear no noises in the night 
<ept ray mother's cough,— 



No Bleeding Spectre haunts tho 

house, 
No shape, — but owl or bat, 
Come flitting after moth or 

mouse, — 
There's no Romance in that ! 

I have not any grief profound, 

Or secrets to confess. 

My story would not fetch a 

pound 
For A. K. Newman's press ; 
Instead of looking thin and pale, 
I'm growing red and fat. 
As if I lived on beef and ale — 
There's no Romance in that ! 

It's very hard, by land or sea 
Some strange event I court, 
But nothing ever comes to me 
That's worth a pen's report: 
It ready made my temper chafe, 
Each coast that I was at, ■ 

I vow'd, and rail'd, and came 

home safe, — 
There's no Romance in that I 
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The only time I had a chance 

At Brighton one fine day, 

My chestnut mare began to 

prance, 
Took fright, and ran away ; 
Alas ! no Captain of the Tenth 
To stop my steed came pat; 
A Butcher caught the rela at 

length, — 
There's no Romance in that ! 



Love— even love— goes smoothly 

on 
A railway sort of track — • 
No flinty sire, no jealous Don ! 
No hearts upon the rack ; 
No Polydore, no Theodore— 
His ugly name is Mat, 
Plain Matthew Pratt and nothing 

more — 
There's no Romance in that! 




T O M B O W X- I N G . 



He is net dark, he is not tall,- 
His forehead's rather low, 
He is not pensive — not at all, 



But smiles his teeth to show; 
He comes from Wales and yet in 
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Is really but a sprat; 

With sandy hair and greyish 

eyes— 
There's no Romance in that I 

He wears no plumes or Spanish 

cloaks, 
Or long sword hanging down ; 
He dresses much like other folks, 
And commonly in brown ; 
His collar he will not discard, 
Or give up his cravat, 
Lord Byron-like — -he\s not a 

Bard--. 
There's no Romance in that ! 

He's rather bald, his sight is weak, 
He's deaf in either drum ; 
Without a lisp he cannot speak, 
But then — he's worth a pltim. 
He talks of stocks and three pe^r 

cents. 
By way of private chat, 
Of Spanish Bonds, and shares, and 

rents, — 
There's no Romance in that! 

I sing — no matter what I sing, 

Di Tanti— or Crudel, 

Tom Bowling, or God save the 

King, 
Bi piacer— All's well ; 
He knows no more about a voice 
For singing than a gnat — 
And as to Music "has no choice," — 
There's no Romance in that 1 



Of light guitar I cannot boast, 

He never serenades ; 

He writes, and sends it by the 
post, 

He doesn't bribe the maids : 

No stealth, no hempen ladder- 
no! 

He comes with loud rat-tat^ 

That startles half of Bedford 
Row — - 

There's no Romance in that ! 

He comes at nine, in time to 

choose 
His coffee — just two cups, 
And talks with Pa about the 

news, 
Repeats debates, and sups ; 
John helps him with his coat 

aright, 
And Jenkins hands his hat ; 
My lover bows, and says good 

night— 
There's no Romance in that ! 

I've long had Pa's and Ma's con- 
sent, 
My aunt she quite approves, 
My Brother wishes joy from Kent, 
None try to thwart our loves ; 
On Tuesday Reverend Mr. Mace 
Will make me Mrs. Pratt, 
Of Number Twenty, 

Place — 
There's no Romance in that I 
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To Waterloo, with sad ado, 
And many a sigh and groan, 

Amongst the dead, came Patty 
Head, 
To look for Peter Stone. 

" O prithee tell, good sentinel, 
If I shall find him here ? 

I'm come to weep upon his 
corse, 
My Ninety-Second dear I 



' " Into onr town a Serjeant came 
With ribands all so fine, 

A-flaunting in his cap — alas ! 
His bow enlisted mine ! 

* They taught him how to turn 

his toes, 

And stand as stiff as starch ; 

I thought that it was love and 

May, 

But it was love and March ! 




' T H K I D E S OF MARCH ARK C O M E ! ** 



Hosted by 



Google 



106 



HOOD'S OWN. 



" A sorry March indeed to leave And soon she picked out Petei 

The friends he might have Stone, 

kep', — Half turned into a corse ; 

No March of Intellect it was, A cannon was his bolster, and 

But quite a foolish step. His raattrass was a horse. 



" O prithee tell, good sentinel, 

If hereabout he lies ? 
I want a corpse with reddish 

hair, 

And very sweet blue eyes." 

Her sorrow on the sentinel 
Appear'd to deeply strike : — 

" Walk in," he said, " among the 
dead, 
And pick out which you like." 



" O Peter Stone, O Peter Stone, 
Lord here has been a skrim- 
raage ! 
What have they done to your poor 
breast 
That used to hold my image ?" 

« O Patty Head, O Patty Head, 
You're come to my last kissing ; 

Before I'm set in the Gazette 
As wounded, dead, and missing! 




WAR DANCE.— THE OPENING OP THE BALI.. 
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" Alas ! a splinter of a shell 
Right in my stomach sticks ; 

French mortars don't agree so 
well 
With stomachs as French bricks. 

" This very night a merry dance 
At Brussels was to be ;— 

Instead of opening a ball, 
A ball has open'd me. 

*' Its billet every bullet has, 
And well it does fulfil it :-- 

I wish mine hadn't come so 
straight, 
But been a * crooked billet' 



" And then there came a cuirassier 
And cat me on the chest; 

He had no pity in his heart, 
For he had sieeVd his hreasz, 

'•Next thing a lancer, with hi.s 
lance, 

Began to thrust av/ay ; ,^ 
I call'd. for quarter, but, alas ! 

It was not Quarter-day. 

" He ran his spear right through 
my arm, 

Just here above the joint: — - 
O Patty dear, it was no joke, 

Although it had a point. 




'twere W E T. L that we H a i) N E V K a MET. 



'^With loss of blood I fainted " With kicks and cuts, and balls 

off, and blows, 

As dead as women do— I throb and ache all over ; 

But soon by charging over me, I'm quite convinc'd the field of 

The Coldstream brought me Mars 

to. Is not a field of clover! 
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" O why did I a soldier turn 
For any royal Guelph ? 

I might have been a butcher, 
and 
In business for myself ! 

" O why did I the bounty take ? 

(And here he gasp'd for breath) 
My shilling'sworth of 'list is nail'd 

Upon the door of death ! 

" Without a coffin I shall lie 
And sleep my sleep eternal : 

Not even a shell — my only chance 
Of being made a Kernel ! 



" O Patty dear, our wedding-bells 
Will never ring at Chester ! 

Here I must lie in Honour's bedi 
That isn't worth a tester ! 

" Farewell, my regimental mates, 
With whom I used to dress ! 

My corps is changed, and I am 
now 
In quite another mess. 

" Farewell, my Patty dear, I have 

No dying consolations, 
Except, when I am dead, you'll go 

And see th' Illuminations." 
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To Harvey Williams^ ^^^"> J^egent^s Terrace^ Portland Parle, 

HONNERED SUR, 

Being maid a Feller of tlie Zoological Satiety, and I may 
say by your Honner's meens, threw the carrachter your Humbel 
was favered with, and witch provd sattisfacktry to the Burds and 
Bests, considring I was well quahfid threw having Bean for so 
menny hears Hed Guardner to your Honner, besides lookin arter 
the Pigs and Pol try. Begs to axnolige my great fullness for the 
Sam, and ham quit cumfittable and happy, sow much sow as 
wen I ham amung the Any mills to reckin myself like Addam in 
Parodies, let alone my Yelvoteens. 

Honnerd Sur, — awar of your parshalty for Liv Stox and Ket- 
tle Breading, ham indust to faver with a Statement of what is 
dun at the Farm, havin tacken provintial Noats wile I was at 
Kings-ton with a Pekin elefunt for chainges of Hair. As respex 
a curacy beg to say, tho the Sectary drawd up his Report from 
his hone datums and memmorandusses, and never set his eyes on 
my M.E.S.S., yet we has tallys to our tails in the Mane. 

Honnerd Sir, — I will sit out with the Qadripids, tho weave 
add the wust lux with them. Scarse anny of the Annymills 
with fore legs has more nor one Carf. Ha^s to the Wappity 
Dears, hits wus then the Babby afore King Sollyman, but their 
his for one httel Dear betwin five femail she hinds. The Sambo 
Dear as was sent by Mr. Spring was so unnatral has to heat up 
her Forn and in consequins the Sing-Sing is of no use for the 
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lullabis. Has for Corsichan hits moor Boney nor ever, But the 
Axis on innqueries as too littel Axes about a munth hold. The 
Neil Gow has increst one Caif, but their his no Foles to the 
Quaggys. Their his too httel Zebry but one as not rum to 
grow ; the Report says, " the Mail Owen to the Nessessary Con- 
hiiement in regard to Spaice is verrv smal." 

Hon nerd Sur, the Satiety is verry rich in Assis, boath Com- 
mun assis and uncommon assis, and as the Keport recumends 
will do my Inndever to git the Maltese Cross for your Honner. 
The Kangroses as reerd up a large smal fammily but looks to be 
ill nust and not well put to there feat, and at the suijesting of a 
femail Feller too was put out to the long harmd Babboon to dry 
nus, but she was too violent and dandled the pure things to deth. 
The infunt Zebew is all so ded owen to Atemps with a backbord 
to prevent groing out of the sholders, boath parrents being de- 
fourmd with umphs ; but the spin as is suposed was hert in the 
exspearmint, and it sudenly desist. Mr. Y/allack will be glad to 
here the Wallachian Sheap has add sicks lams, but one was 
pisened b}^ eating the ewes in the garden witch is fattle to kattle. 
Has to Gots we was going on prospus in the Kiddy hne, but the 
Billy Gots becum so vishus and did so menny butts a weak, we 
was obleeged to do aw^ay with the Entire. As regards Eabits a 
contiguous dissorder havin got into the Stox, w^e got rid of the 
Hole let alone one Do and Brewd, witch was all in good Helth 
up to Good Fridy wen the Mother brekfisted on her bunnis. 
The increas in the Groth of Hairs as bean maid an object, and 
the advice tacken of Mr. Prince and Mr.. Eoland, who recumen- 
did Killin one of the Bares for the porpus of Greece. Yv^e hav 
a grate number of ginny pigs — their is moor than twenty of 
them in one Pound. 
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About Struthus Burds the Ostreaclies is in perfic helth and 
full of Plums. The femail Hen lade too egs wile the Committy 
was sittin and we hop they will atch, as we put them under a 
she Hemew as was sittin to Mr. Harvy. He propos breading 
Busturds xept we hav not got a singel specieman of the specious. 
Galnatious Burds. I am sory to say The Curryso has not 
bread. Hits the moor disapinting as we considder these Birds as 
our Crax. We sucksided in razing a grate menny Tarkys and 
some intresting expearimints was maid on them by the Commity 
and the Counsel on Crisraus day. Lickwise on Polfcry Fouls 
with regard to their being of Utility for the Tabel and " under 
the latter head " the report informs " sum results hav bean ob- 
tained witch air considdered very satisfactry," but their will be 
more degested trials of the subjex as the Beport says " the ex- 
pearimints must be repetid in order to istablish the accuracy of 
the deduckshuns." Wat is remarkable the hens pressented by 
Mr. Crockford hav not provd grate layers tho provided with a 
Better Yard and plentey of Turf We hav indevoured to bread 
the grate Cok of the Wud onely we have no Wud for him to be 
Cok of — and now for aquotic Warter Burds we hav wite Swons 
but they hav not any cygnitures, and the Black is very unrisen- 
able as to expens but Mr. Hunt has offered to black one very lo 
on condishun hits not aloud to go into the Warter. The Polish 
swons wood hav bread onely they did not lay. The Satiety con- 
tanes a grete number of Gease and witch thriv all most as well 
as they wood on a commun farm and the Sam with Dux. We 
wonted to have dukelings from the Mandereen Dux but they 
shook there Heds. Too ears a go a qantitty of iiownders and 
also a qantitty of heals of witch an exact acount is recordid 
wear turned into one of the Ponds but there State as not bean 
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looked into since they were plaiced tlieir out of unwillingnes to 
disturb the Hotter. At pressent their exists in one Pond a stock 
of Karps and in too others a number of Gould Fish of the com- 
mun Sort. The number left as bean correcly tacken and the 
amount checkt by the Pellycanes and Hen-ins and Spunbills and 
Gulls and other piskiverous Burds. Looking at the whole of the 
Farm in one Pint of Vue we hav ben most suckcesful with Rabits 
and Poltry and Piggins and Ginny Pigs but the breading of sich 
being well none to Skullboys, I beg as to their methodistical 
principals to refer your Honner to Master Gorge wen he cums 
home for the Holedays. I furgot to say the Parnassian Sheap 
was acomidated with a Pen to it self but produst nothin worth 
riting. But the attemps we have maid this here, will be prosy- 
cutid next here with new Vigors. 

Honnerd Sur, — their is an aggitating Skeam of witch I hum 
bly aprove very hi ley. The plan is owen to sum of the Femail 
Fellers, — and that is to make the Farm a Farm Ornay. For in- 
stances the BufSoo and Fallo and cetra to have their horns 
Gildid and the Mufflons and Sheaps is to hav Pink ribbings 
round their nex. The munkys is to ware fancy dressis and the 
Ostreaches is to have their plums stuck in their beds, and the 
Pecox tales will be always spred out on fraim wurks like the his- 
paliers. All the Bares is to be tort to Dance to Wippert's Quad- 
rils and the Lions mains is to be subjective to pappers and the 
curling-tongues. The gould and silver Fesants is to be Polhsht 
evry day with Plait Powder and the Cammils and Drumdearis 
and other defourmd anymills is to be paddid to hide their Cru- 
kidnes. Mr. Howard is to file down the tusks of the wild Bores 
and Peckaris and the Spoons of the Spoonbills is to be maid as 
like the Kings Patten as posible. The elifunt will be himbelsht 
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with a Sugger candid Castle maid by Gunter and the Flaming- 
goes will be toucht up with French ruge and the Damisels will 
hav chaplits of heartifitial Flours. The Sloath is proposd to hav 
an ellegunt Stait Bed — and the Bever is to ware one of Per- 
ren's lite Warier Proof Hats — and the Balld Yulters baldnes will 
be hided by a small Whig from Trewfits. The Grains will be 
put into trousirs and the Hippotomus tite laced for a waste. Ex- 
perience will dictait menny more imbelHshing modes, with witch 
I conclud that I am 

Your Honners 

Very obleeged and humbel former Servant, 
Stephen Humphreys. 
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" Alone I did it I— Boy I " 

C OKI Oi ANUS. 



1 SAY, little Boy at the Nore, 

Do you come from the small Isle of Mrm ? 
Why, your history a mystery must be, — 

Come tell us as much as you can, 

Little Boy at the Nore ! 

You live it seems wholly on water, 

Which your Gambler calls living in clover ;— 

But how comes it, if that is the case, 
You're eternally half seas over, — 

Little Boy at the Nore ? 

While you ride — while you dance — while you float- 
Never mind your imperfect orthography ;— 

But give us as well as you can. 
Your watery auto-biography, 

Little Boy at the Nore ! 

LITTLE BOY AT THE NORE LOQUITUR. 

I'm the tight little Boy at the Nore, 

In a sort of sea negus I dwells ; 
Half and half 'twixt salt water and Port, 

I'm reckon'd the first of the swells- — 

I'm the Boy at the Nore ! 

* A buoy moored at the Nore, near the mouth of tha Thames. 
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I lives with my toes to the flounders, 

And watches through long days and nights; 

Yet, cruelly eager, men look- 
To catch the first glimpse of my lights — 

I'm the Boy at the Nore. 

I never gets cold in the head, 

So my life on salt water is sweet, — 
I think I owes much of my health, 

To being well used to wet feet — 

As the Boy at the Nore. 

There's one thing, I'm never in debt : 

Nay ! — ^I liquidates more than I oughter"^ ; 
So the man to beat Cits as goes by, 

In keeping the head above water. 

Is the Boy at the Nore. 

I've seen a good deal of distress. 

Lots of Breakers in Ocean's Gazette; 
They should do as I do — rise o'er all; 
Aye, a good floating capital get. 

Like the Boy at the Nore ! 

I'm a'ter the sailors own heart, 

And cheers him, in deep water rolling ; 
And the friend of all friends to Jack Junk, 

Ben Backstay, Tom Pipes, and Tom Bowling, 
Is the Boy at the Nore ! 

Could I e'er but grow up, I'd be ofl* 
For a week to make love with my wheedles; 

If the tight little Boy at the Nore 

Could but catch a nice girl at the Needles, 

We'd have iioo at the Nore ! 



' A word caught from some American Trader in passing. 
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They thinks little of sizes on water, 
On big waves the tiny one skulks, — 

While the river has Men of War on it- 
Yes — the Thames is oppress'd with Great Hulks, 
And the Boy's at the Nore! 

But I've done — for the water is heaving 

Round my body, as though it would sink it I 

And I've been so long pitching and tossing, 
That sea-sick — you'd hardly now think it- 
Is the Boy at the Nore ! 




SOMETHING ABOVE THK COMMOK, 



Hosted by 



Google 



117 



SnlitiHiiiiianii;. 



" None despise puna but those who cannot make them." 

Swift. 



To the JEditor of the Comic Annual. 
Sir, 

As I am but an occasional reader in the temporary indul- 
gence of intellectual relaxation, I have but recently become cog- 
nizant of the metropolitan publication of Mr. Murray's Mr. 
Croker's Mr. Boswell's Dr. Johnson : a circumstance the more to 
be deprecated, for if I had been simultaneously aware of that 
amalgamation of miscellaneous memoranda, I could have contri- 
buted a personal quota of characteristic colloquial anecdotes to 
the biographical reminiscences of the multitudinous lexicographer, 
which, although founded on the basis of indubitable veracity, has 
never transpired among the multifarious effusions of that stu- 
pendous complication of mechanical ingenuity, which, according 
to the technicalities in usage in our modern nomenclature, has 
obtained the universal cognomen of the press. Expediency im- 
periously dictates that the nominal identity of the hereditary 
kinsman, from whom I derive my authoritative responsibility, 
shall be inviolably and umbrage ously obscured : but in future 
variorum editions his voluntary addenda to the already inestima- 
ble concatenation of circumstantial particularisation might typo- 
graphically be discriminated from the literary acGumulations of 
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the indefatigable Bosvvell and tlie vivacious Piozzi, by the signifi- 
cant classification of Boz, Poz, and Coz. 

In posthumously eliciting and philosophically elucidatin*g the 
phenomena of defunct luminaries, whether in reference to corpo- 
real, physiognomical, or metaphysical attributes, justice demands 
the strictest scrupulosity, in order that the heterogeneous may 
not preponderate over the homogeneous in the critical analysis. 
Metaphorically speaking, I am rationally convinced that the ope- 
rative point I am about to develop will remove a pertinacious 
film from the eye of the biographer of the memorable Dr. John- 
son ; and especially with reference to that reiterated verbal aphor- 
ism so preposterously ascribed to his conversational inculcation, 
namely, that " he who would make a pun would pick a pocket ;" 
however irrelevant such a doctrinarian maxim to the irrefrangible 
fact, that in that colossal monument of etymological erudition 
erected by the stupendous Doctor himself (of course implying 
his inestimable Dictionary ), the paramount gist, scope, and ten- 
dency of his laborious researches was obviously to give as many 
meanings as possible to one word. In order, however, to place 
hypothesis on the immutable foundation of fact, I will, with your 
periodical permission, adduce a few Johnsonian repartees from my 
cousin's anecdoticai memorabilia, which will ■ perspicuously evolve 
the synthetical conclusion, that the inimitable author of Rasselas 
did not dogmatically predicate such an aggravated degree of 
moral turpitude in the perpetration of a double entendre. 

Apologistically requesting indulgence for the epistolary laxity 
of an unpremeditated effusion, I remain, Sir, 

Your very humble obedient servant, 

Septimus Eeardojt. 

Lichfield, October 1, 1833. 
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"Do you really believe, Dr. Johnson," said a Liclifield lady, 
"in tlie dead walking after death?" — " Madam," said Johnson, 
" I have no doubt on the subject ; I have heard the Dead March 
in Saul." " You really beheve then, Doctor, in ghosts ?" — " Ma- 
dam," said Johnson, " I think appearances are in their favour." 

The Doctor was notoriously very sujDerstitious. The same 
lady once asked him — " if he ever felt any presentiment at a 
winding-sheet in the candle." — " Madam," said Johnson, " if a 




AN ILLUMINATED MS. 



mould candle, it doubtless indicates death, and that somebody 
will go out hke a snuff : but whether at HamjDton Wich or in 
Greece^ must depend upon the gravest 

Dr. Johnson was not comfortable in the Hebrides. " Pray, 
Doctor, how did you sleep^ V inquired a benevolent Scotch hostess, 
who was so extremely hospitable "that some hundreds always 



Hosted by 



Google 



120 HOOD'S OWN. 

occupied the same bed. — " Madam," said Johnson, " I had not a 
wink the whole night long ; sleep seemed to flee from my eyelids, 
and to bu(/ from, all the rest of my body." 

The Doctor and Boswell once lost themselves in the Isle of 
Muck, and the latter said they must " spier their way at the first 
body they met." " Sir," said Dr. Johnson, " you're a scoundrel ; 
you may spear anybody you like, but I am not going to ' run 
a-Muck and tilt at all I meet.' " 

"What do you think of whisky, Dr. Johnson?" hiccupped 
Boswell after emptying a sixth tumbler of toddy. " Sir," said 
the Doctor, " it penetrates my very soul like Hhe small-still 
voice of conscience,' and doubtless the worm of the still is the 
* worm that never dies.' " Boswell afterwards inquired the Doc- 
tor's opinion on illicit distillation, and how the great moralist 
would act in an affray between the smugglers and the Excise. 
" If I went by the letter of the law I should assist the Customs, 
but according to the spirit I should stand by the contrabands." 

The Doctor was always very satirical on the want of timber in 
the North. " Sir," he said to the young Laird of Icombally, 
who was going to join his regiment, " may Providence preserve 
you in battle, and especially your nether limbs. You may grow 
a walking-stick here, but you must import a wooden leg." At 
Dunsinane the old prejudice broke out. "Sir," said he to Bos- 
well, " Macbeth was an idiot ; he ought to have known that 
every wood in Scotland might be carried in a man's hand. The 
Scotch, Sir, are like the frogs in the fable : if they had a log 
they w^ould make a King of it." 

Boswell one day expatiated at some length on the moral and 
religious character of his countrymen, and remarked triumphantly 
that there was a Cathedral at Kirkv/all, and the remains of a 



Hosted by 



Google 



JONNSOJSIANA. 121 

Bishop's Palace. " Sir," said Johiisoii, " it must hav e been the 
poorest of Sees : take your JRum and £Jgg and 3fuU altogether, 
and they won't provide for a BishopP 

East India company is the worst all company. A Lady fresh 
from. Calcutta once endeavoured to curry Johnson's favour by 
talking of nothing but howdahs, doolies, and bungalows, till the 
Doctor took, as usual, to tiffin. " Madam," said he, in a tone 
that would have scared a tiger out of a jungle, " India's very well 
for a rubber or for a bandana, or for a cake of ink ; but what 
with its Bhurtpore, Phlumpore, Barrackpore, Hyderapore, Singa- 
pore, and Nagpore, its Hyderabad, Astrabad, Bundlebad, Sind- 
bad, and Guzzaratbadbad, it's a poor and had country altogether." 

Master M., after plaguing Miss Seward and Dr. Darwin, and 
a large tea party at Lichfield, said to his mother that he would 
be good if she would give him an apple. " My dear child," said 
the parent, feeling herself in the presence of a great moralist, 
" you ought not to be good on any consideration of gain, for 
* virtue is its own reward.' You ought to be good disinte- 
restedly, and without^ thinking what you are to get for it." 
" Madam," said Dr. Johnson, " you are a fool ; would you have 
the boy good for nothing P'' 

The same lady once consulted the Doctor on the degree of 
turpitude to be attached to her son's robbing an orchard. " Ma- 
dam," said Johnson, " it all depends upon the weight of the boy. 
I remember my schoolfellow Davy Garrick, who was always a 
little fellow, robbing a dozen of orchards with impunity, but the 
very first time I climbed up an apple tree, for I was always a 
heavy boy, the bough broke with me, and it was called a judg- 
ment. I suppose that's why Justice is represented with a pair 
of scales." 
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Caleb Wliitefoord, the famous punster, once inquired seriously 
of Dr. Johnson, whether he really considered that a man ought 
to be transported, like Barrington, the pickpocket, for being 
guilty of a double meaning. " Sir," said Johnson, . " if a man 
means \Yell, the more he means the better." 




A SOVV-WESTRR OFF THE C A P E :— p 1 G S IN THK TROUGH OF THIS SEA.. 
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KETCH ING ITS PREY. 
TO A LADY ON HER DEPARTURE FOR INDIA. 

Go where tlie waves run nitlier Holborn-hiUy 
And tempests make a soda-water sea, 
Almost as rough as our rongli Piccadilly, 

A]k1 think of me! 

Go where the mild Madeira ripens 7ier jnicc,— 
A wine more praised than it deserves to be ! 
Go pass the Cape, just capable of ver-juice, 

And think of me 1 



Hosted by 



Google 



124 HOOD'^ OWN, 

Go where the Tiger in the darkness prowleth^ 
Making a midniglit meal of he and she ; 
Go where the Lion in his hunger howleth, 

And think of mel 

Go where the serpent dangerouBiy coileth. 
Or lies along at fall length like a tree, 
Go where tlie Suttee in her own soot broilethj 
And think of ino 1 

Go where with liuman note^j the Parrot dealeth 
In mono-2^oZ/7,'-logiie with tongue as free. 
And like a woman, all she can reveal eth, 

And think of me ! 

Go to the land of muslin and nankeening, 
And parasols of straw where hats should be, 
Go to the land of slaves and palankeening, 

And think of me ! 

Go to the land of Jungles and of vast hills, 
And tall bamboos — may none hamhoozle thee ! 
Go gaze upon their Elephants and Castles, 

And think of me ! 

Go wdiere a cook must always be a currier. 
And parch the pepper'd palate like a pea, 
Go where the fierce musquito is a worrier. 

And think of m.e ! 

Go where the maiden on a marriage plan goes. 
Consigned for wedlock to Calcutta's quay, 
Where woman goes for mart, the same as mangoes, 
And think of me ! 

Go where the sun is very hot and fervent, 
Go to the land of pagod and rupee. 
Where every black will be your slave and servant, 
And think of me ! 
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T II S STAMP DUTY ON SCOTCH LI N K N . 

I n nil 1 1 

TO A SCOTCH GIRL, WASHING LII^EN AFTEE, HER COUNTRY FASHIOI?, 

Well clone and wetly, thou Fair Maid of Perth ! 

Thou mak'st a washing' picture well deserving 

The pen and pencilling of Washington Irving : 
Like dripping Naiad, pearly from her birth, 
Dashing about the Vv^ater of the Firth, 

To cleanse the calico of Mrs. Skirving, 

And never from thy dance of duty swerving 
As there were nothing else than dirt on earth ! 
Yet what is thy reward ? Nay, do not start ! 

I do not mean to give thee a new damper, 
But wdiile thou fillest this industrious part 

Of washer, wearer, mangier, pressor, stamper. 
Deserving better character — thou art 

What Bodkin would but call — " a com.mon trarapcr." 
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A SEA ECLOGUE. 



"I apprehend you '."—School of Rkform. 



Boatman. 
Shove off there! — ship the rudder, Bill — cast off! she's under way I 

Mrs. F. 
She's under what? — I hope she's not! good gracious, what a spray ! 

Boatman. 
Run out the jib, and rig the boom ! keep clear of those two brigs! 

Mrs. F. 
I hope they don't intend some joke by running of their rigs ! 

Boatman. 
Bill, shift them bags of ballast aft — she's rather out of trim! 

Mrs. F. 
Great bags of stones ! they're pretty things to help a boat to swim I 

Boatman. 
The wind is fresh — ^if she don't scud, it's not the breeze's fault ! 

Mrs. F. 
Wind fresh, indeed, I never felt the air so full of salt ! 

Boatman. 
That Schooner, Bill, harn't left the roads, with oranges and nuts ! 

Mrs. F. 
If seas have roads, they're very rough — I never felt such ruts ! 

Boatbian. 
It's neap, ye see, she's heavy lade, and couldn't pass the bar, 

Mrs. F. 
The bar ! what, roads with turnpikes too ? I wonder where they are I 
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B0ATMA.K. 
Ho ! brig ahoy ! hiird up ! liard up ! that lubber cannot steer I 

Mrs. F. 
Yes, yes, — hard up upon a rock 1 I know some danger's near ! 
Lord, there's a v/ave ! it's coming in ! and roaring like a bull ! 

Boatman. 
Nothing, Ma'am, but a little slop I go large, Bill I keep her fall ! 

Mrs. F. 
What, keep her full ! what daring work ! when full she must go down! 

Boatman. 
Why, Bill, it lulls ! ease off a bit — it's coming oiT the towm! 
Steady your helm ! we'll clear the Pint ! lay right for yonder pink ! 

Mrs. F. 
Be steady— well, I hope they can ! but they've got a pint of drink ! 

Boatman. 
Bill, give that sheet another haul— she'll fetch it up this reach, 

Mrs. F. 
I'm getting rather pale, I know, and they see it by that speech I 
I wonder what it is, now, but-^I never felt so queer ! 

BOATMAT^. 

Bill, mind your luff— why Bill, I say, she's 5?'a\viQg— keep her near 1 

Mrs. F. 
Keep near! we're going further off; the land's behind our backs. 

Boatman. 
Be easy. Ma'am, its all correct, that's only 'cause v/e tacks : 
We shall have to beat about a bit, — Bill, keep her out to see. 

Mrs. F. 
Beat who about ? keep who at sea '? — how black they look at me ! 

Boatman. 
It's veering round — I knew it would ! off with her head ! stand by ! 

Mrs. F. 
Off with her head ! whose ? where ? what with ?■ — an axe I seem to spy ! 

BOATIVIAN. 

She cannot keep her own, you see ; we shall have to pull her in ! 

Mrs. F. 
They'll drown me, and take all I have 1 my life's not worth a pin ! 
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Boatman. 
Look out you know, "be reaci}^, Bill — just when she takes the sand! 

Mrs, F. 
The sand — O Lord ! to stop my raouth ! how everything is plann'd ! 

Boatman. 
The handspike, Bill— quick, bear a hand! now Ma'am, just step ashore 1 

Mks. F. 
What ! an't I going to be kill'd — and welter'd in my gore ? 
Well, Heaven be praised ! but Fll not go a sailing any more ! 
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THE INVENTOR OF THE PATENT P E R R T A N PEN. 



'* In this good work, Penn appears the greatest, iisefullest of God's instruments. 
Firm and unbending when the exigency requires it — soft and yielding when rigid 
inflexibility is not a desideratum, — fluent and flowing, at need, for eloquent rapidity — 
slow and retentive in cases of deliberation — ^never spluttering or by amplification 
going wide of the mark — never splitting, if it can be helped, with any one, but ready 
to wear itself oiat rather in their service— all things as it were with ail meir, — ready 
to embrace the hand of Jew, Christian, or Mahometan, — heavy with the German, 
light with the Italian, oblique with the English, upright with the Roman, backward 
in coming forward with the Hebrew, — in short, for flexibility, amiability, constitu- 
tional durability, general abihty, and universal utility, it would be hard to find a 
parallel to the great Penn."— Pekry's Charactehistics of a Settles. 



I. 

! Patent, Pen-inventing Perrian Perry ! 

Friend of the Goose and Gander, 
That now nnplucked of then- qiiill-feathers wander, 
CackliDg, and gabbling, dabbling, making merry, 

About the happy Fen, 
Untroubled for one penny-worth of pen. 
For which they chant thy praise all Britain through. 

From Goose-Green unto Gander-Cleugh ! — 

II. 
Friend to all Author-kind — 
Whether of Poet or of Proser, — 
Thou art composer unto the composer 
Of pens, — yea, patent vehicles for Mind 
To carry it on jaunts, or more extensive 

Pen'z/grinations through the realms of Thought ; 
Each plying from the Comic to the Pensive, 
An Omnibus of intellectual sort! 
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Modem Improvements in their course we feel ; 
And wliile to iron-railroads heavy wares, 
Dry goods, and human bodies, pay their fares, 

Mind flies on stee]. 
To Penrith, Penrhyn, even to Penzance. 

Na.y, penetrates, perciiance, 
To Pennsylvania, or, without rash vaunts. 
To where the Penguin haunts ! 

lY. 

In times bygone, when each man cut his quill, 

With little Perryan skill, 
What horrid, awkward, bunghng tools of trade 
Appear'd the writing implements home-made ! 
What Pens were sliced, hev/'d, hack'd, and haggled out. 
Slit or unslit, with many a various snout, 
Aquiline, Roman, crooked, square, and snubby, 

Stumpy and stubby ; 
Some capable of ladye-billets neat, 
Some only fit for Ledger-keeping Clerk, 
And some to grub down Peter Stubbs his mark, 
Or SQiudge through some illegible receipt; 
Others in florid caligraphic plans, 
Equal to Ships, and wiggy Heads, and Swans ! 

V. 

To try in any common inkstands, then, 
With all their miscellaneous stocks,. 

To find a decent pen, 
Was like a dip into a lucky box : 

You drew, — and got one very curly, 
And split like endive in some hurly-burly ; 
The next, unslit, and square at end, a spa.de ; 
The third, incipient pop-gun, not yet made ; 
The fourth a broom ; the fifth of no avail, 
Turn'd upwards, like a rabbit's tail ; 
And last, not least, by way of a relief, 
A stump that Master Richard, James or John, 
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Had tried his candle-cookery upon, 
MakiDO' " roast-beef!" 



Not so thy Perryan Pens ! 
True to their M's and N's, 
They do not with a wliizzing zig-zag split, 
Straddle, turn up their noses, sulk, and spit. 
Or drop Uirge dots, 
Pluge full stop hlots. 
Where even semicolons were unfit. 
They will not frizzle up, or, broom-like, drudge 

In sable sludge — 
Nay, bought at proper ".Patent Perryan" shops, 
They write good grammar, sense, and mind their stops 
Compose both prose and verse, the sad or merry— 
For when the Editor, whose pains compile 
The grown-up Annual, or the Juvenile, 
Vaunteth his articles, not women's, men's, 
But lays " by the most celebrated Pens," 
What means he but thy Patent Pens, my Perry ? 



Pleasant they are to feel! 
^^0 firm 1 so flexible ! composed of steel 
So fmely temper'd — fit for tenderest Miss 

To give her passion breath, 
Or Kings to sign the warrant stern of death- 
Bnt their supremest merit still is this. 

Write with them all your days. 
Tragedy, Comed}^, all kinds of plays— 
(No Dnunatist should ever be without 'em)- 

And, just conceive the bliss, — 
There is so little of the goose about 'em. 

One's safe from any hiss ! 



Ah ! who can paint that first great awful night, 
Bi^ with a Vessino' or a blight, 
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When the poor Dramatist, all fame and fret, 
Fass, fidget, fancy, fever, funking, fright, 
Ferment, fault- fearing, faintness — more f's yet: 
Flush'd, frigid, flurried, flinching, fitful, flat, 
Add famish'd, fuddled, and fatigued, to that ; 
Funeral, fat8-foreboding~-sits in doubt, 
Or Hither doubt vvdth hope, a v/retched marriage. 
To see his Play upon the stage come out ; 
No stage to' him ! it is Thalia's carriage, 
And he is sitting on the spikes behind it, 
Striving to look fia if he didn't mind it ! 

IX. 

Witness how Beazley vents upon his hat 
His nervousness, meanwhile his fate is dealt : 
He kneads, moulds, pummels it, and sits it flat, 
Squeezes and twists it up, until the felt 
That went a Beaver in, comes out a Rat ! 
Miss Mitford had mis-givings, and in fright, 

Upon Rienzi's night, 
Gnaw'd up one long kid glove, and all her bag, 

Quite to a rag. 
Knowles has confess'd he trembled as for life, 

Afraid of his own " Wife ;" 
Poole told me that he felt a monstrous pail 
Of water backing him, all down his spine, — 
" The ice-brook's temper" — pleasant to the chine i 
For fear that Simpson and his Co. should faiL 
Did Lord Glen gall not frame a mental pray'r, 
Wishing devoutly he was Lord knows where ? 
N'ay, did not Jerrold, in enormous drouth. 
While doubtful of Nell Gwynne's eventful luck, 

Squeeze out and suck 
More oranges with his one fevered mouth. 
Than Nelly had to hawk from North to South ? 
Yea, Buckstone, changing colour like a mullet, 
Refused, on an occasion, one, twice, thricej 
From his best friend, an ice, 
Lest it should hiss in his own red-hot gullet, 
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Both punning Peake not sit upon the points 
Of his own jokes, and shake in all his joints, 

During their trial ? 

'Tis past denial. 
And does not Pocock, feeling, like a peacock, 
All eyes upon him, turn to very meacock ? 
And does not Planche, tremulous and blank, 
Meanwhile his personages tread the boards, 

. Seem goaded by sharp swords, 
And cali'd upon himself to " walk the plank ?" 
As for the Dances, Charles and George to boot^ 

What have they more 
Of ease and rest, for sole of either foot, 
Than bear that capers on a hotted floor 1 

XI. 

Thus pending — does not Mathews, at sad shift 
For voice, croak like a frog in waters fenny '?— 
Serle seem upon the surly seas adrift? — 
And Kenny think he's going to Kilkenny ?— - 
Haynes Bayly feel Old ditto, with the note 
Of Cotton in his ear, a mortal grapple 

About his arms, and Adam's apple 
Big as a fine Dutch codling in his throat ? 
Did Rodweli, on his chimney-]3iece, desire 
Or not to take a jump into the fire ? 
Did Wade feel as composed as music can ? 
And was not Bernard his owm Nervous Man ? 
Lastly, don't Farley, a bewildered elf, 
Quake at the Pantomime he loves to cater, 
And ere its changes ring, transform himself? — 

A frightful mug of human delf ? 
A spirit-bottle — empty of " the cratur ?" 

A lead en-platter ready for the shelf? 

A thunderstruck dumb-waiter ? 

XII. 

To clench the fact, 
Myself, once guilty of one small rash act. 
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Committed at the Sarrey, 
Quite in a hurry, 
Felt all this flurry, 
Corporal worry, 
And spiritual scurry, 
Dram-devil — attic curry ! 
All going well. 
From prompter's hell, 
Until beibll 
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A hissing at some dull imperfect dujice-™ 

There's no denying 
I felt in all four elements at once ! 
My head was s'wimming, while my arms were flying! 
My legs lor running — nil the rest was %ing! 
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Thrice welcome, then, for this peculiar use, 

Thy pens so innocent of goose ! 
For this shall Dramatists, when they make merry, 
Discarding Port and Sherry, 
Drink—" Perry I" 
Perry, whose fa'ue, pennated, is let loose 

To distant lands, 
Perry, admitted on all hands, 
Text, running, German, Roman, 
For Patent Perryans approach'd by no man ! 
And when, ah me ! far distant he the hour ! 
Pluto shall call thee to his gloomy bow'r. 
Many shall be thy pensive mourners, many ! 
And Penury itself shall club its penny 
To raise thy monument in lofty place; 
Higher than Y ork's or any son of War ; 
Whilst time all meaner effigies shall bury, 

On due pentagonal base 
Shall stand the Parian, Perry an, perriwigg'd Perry 
Perch'd on the proudest peak of Penman Mawr ! 
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•' Oh had I some sweet little Isle of my own I" 

Moore. 



If the author of the Irish Melodies had ever had a httle Isle so 

much his own as I have possessed, he might not have found it so 

sweet as the song anticipates. It has been my fortune, hke 

Robinson Crusoe, and Alexander Selkirk, to be thrown on such a 

desolate spot, and I felt so lonely, though I had a follower, that I 

wish Moore had been there. I had the honour of being in that 

tremendous action off Finisterre, which proved an end of the 

earth to many a brave fellow. I was ordered with a boarding 

party to forcibly enter the Santissima Trinidada, but in the act of 

cKmbing into the quarter-gallery, which, however, gave no quarter, 

was rebutted by the butt-end of a marine's gun, who remained 

the quarter-master of the place. I fell senseless into the sea, and 

should no doubt have perished in the watei's of oblivion, but for 

the kindness of John Monday, who picked me up to go adrift 

with him in one of the ship's boats. All our oars were carried 

away, that is to say, v/e did not carry away any oars, and while 

shot was raining, our feeble hailing was unheeded. In short, as 

Shakspeare says, we were drifted off by " the current of a heady 

•fight." As may be supposed, our boat v/as anything but the 

jolly-boat, for we had no provisions to spare in the middle of an 

immense waste. We were, in fact, adrift in the cutter with 

nothing to cut. ¥/e had not even junk for junketing, and 



Hosted by 



Google 



THE ISLAND, 



137 



nothing but salt-water, even if the wind should blow fresho 
Famine indeed seemed to stare each of ns in the face ; that is. 
we stared a.t one another ; but if men turn cannibals, a great 
allowance must be made for a short ditto. Y/e were truly in a 
very disagreeable pickle, with oceans of brine and no beef, and, 




POUND OF 



like Shylock, I fanc^v v/e would have exchanged a pound of gold 
for a pound of flesh. The more we drifted I'Tor, the more sharply 
we inclined to gnavr, — but when we drifted Sow, we found 
nothing like pork. No bread rose in the east, and in the oppo- 
site point we were equally disappointed. We could not compass 
a meal anyhow, but got mealy-mouth'd, notwithstanding. We 
could see the Sea mews to the eastward, flying over what Byron 
calls the Gardens of Gull. We saw plenty of Grampus, but thej 
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were useless to all intents and porpiisses^ and we had no bait for 
catching a bottle-nose. 

Time hung heavily on our hands, for our flist days seemed to 
pass very slowly, and our strength was rapidly sinking from 
being so much afloat. Still w^e nourished Hope, though we had 
nothing to give her. But at last we lost all prospect of land, if 
one may so say when no land w^as in sight. The weather got 
thicker as we w^ere getting thinner ; and though we kept a sharp 
watch, it was a very bad look-out. We could see nothing 
before us but nothing to eat and drink. At last the fog cleared 
off, and we saw something like land right a-head, but ahis the 
wind vfas in our teeth as well as in our stomachs. Vv^e could do 
nothing but keep her near, and as v/e could not keep ourselves 
full, we luckily suited the course of the boat ; so that after a 
tedious beating about—- for the wind not only gives blows, but 
takes a great deal of beating — v/o came incontinently to an island. 
Here we landed^ and our first impulse on coming to dry land was 
to drink. There vfas a little brook at hand, to which we apphed 
ourselves till it seemed actually to murmur at our inordinate 
thirst. Our next care was to look for some food, for though oue 
hearts w^ere full at our escape, the neighbouring region w-as 
dreadfully empty. Yv^e succeeded in getting some natives out of 
their bed, and ate them, poor things, as fast as they got up, but 
with- some difficulty in getting them open ; a common oyster 
knife would have been v/orth the price of a sceptre. Our next 
concern w^as to look out for_a lodging, and at last we discovered 
an empty cave, reminding me of an old inscription at Ports- 
mouth, " The hole of this place to let." We took the precaution 
of rolling som.e great stones to the entrance, for fear of last 
lodgers, — that some bear might come home from business, or a 
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tiger to tea. Here, under tlie rock, we slept without rocking, 
and wlien, through the night's failing, the day broke, we saw 
with the first instalment of light that we were upon. a small 
desert isle, now for the first time an Isle of Man. Accordingly, 
the birds in this wild solitude were so little wild that a number 
of boobies and noddies allowed themselves to be taken by hand, 
though the asses were tiot such asses as to be caught. There 
was an abundance of rabbits, which ^ve chased uiu'emittingly, as 
Hunt runs Vv^arrcn ; and when coats and trowsers fell short, we 
clothed our skins with theirs, till, as Monday said, we each re- 
presented a burrow. In this work Monday v/as the tailor, for 
like the maker of shadowy rabbits and cocks upon the wall, he 
could turn his hand to anything. lie became a potter, a car- 
penter, a butcher, aod a baker-~-that is to say, a master butcher 
and a master bakei', for I became mei'ely his journeyman. Re- 
duced to a state of nature, Monday's favourite phrase for our 
condition, I found my being an officer ftilfilled no office ; to coi]- 
fess the truth, I made a very poor sort of savage, whereas 
Monday, I am persuaded, w^ould have been made a chief by any 
tribe whatever. Our situations in life were completely reversed : 
he became the leader and I the follower, or rather, to do jus- 
tice to his attachment and ability, he became like a strong big 
brother to a helpless little one. 

We remained in ^. state of nature five years, wlien at last a 
whaler of Hull — though the hull was not visible — shov/ed her 
masts on the horizon, an event which w^as telegraplied by Mon- 
day, who began saying his prayers and dancing the College 
Hornpipe at the same time with equal fervour. We contrived 
by lighting a fire, literally a feu-de-joie, to make a sign of dis- 
tress, and a boat came to our signal deliverance. We had a 
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prosperous passage liorne, where the reader may anticipate the 
happiness that awaited us ; but not the trouble that vv^as in store 
for me and Monday. Our parting was out of the question ; we 
v/ould both rather have p^irtcd from our sheet anchor. Yv'e at- 
tempted to retui'n to our relative rani:, but we had hived so long 
in a kiiid of liberty and equality, that we could never resume our 
grades. The state of nature remained uppermost vvith us both, 




IN EMBARRASSED CIRCUMSTANCES. 

and Monday still watched over and tended me hke Dominie 
Sampson with the boy Harry Bertram ; go where I would, he 
followed with the dogged pertinacity of Tom Pipes ; and do 
what I might, he interfered with the resolute vigour of John 
Dory in Wild Oats. Tliis disposition involved us daily, nay, 
hourly, in the most embarrassing circnrastances ; and how the 
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connexion iniglit have terminated I know not, if it had not been 
speedily dissolved in a very unexpected manner. One morning 
poor Monday was found on his bed in a sort of convulsion, 
which barely enabled him to grasp my hand, and to falter out, 
" Good-bye, I am go~goiiig— back— -to a state of nature." 




A GOOD ACTION MEETS ITS OWN REWARD. 
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SINGLE BLESSEDNESS. 
VERSIFIED FROM THE PROSE OF A YOUNG- LADY. 

It's very hard !-— and so it is, I'm sick of rdl the double knocka 

To live in such ;i row, — That come to Number Four!-— 

And witness this that cver}^ Miss At Number Three, I often see 

But me, has i>'ot u Beau. — A Lover at the door;™ 

For Love goes calling up and And one in blue, at Number 

down, Two, 

But here he seems to shun: Calls daily like a. dun,— 

I'm sure- he has boon asked Fts very hard they come so 

enough near 

To call at Number One ! And not to Number One ! 
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Miss Bell I hear has got a dear 

Exactly to her mi ad, — 

By sitting at the windovf pane 

Without a bit of blind ;■— 

But I go in the balcony, 

Which she has never done, 

Yet arts that thrive at Number 

Five 
Don't take at Number One ! 

^Tis hard with plenty in the street, 

And plenty passing by, — 

There's nice young men at Num- 
ber Ten, 

But only rather shy ; — 

And Mrs. Smith across the Vv^ay 

Has got a grown-up son. 

But la ! he hardly seems to know 

There is a Number One ! 

There's Mr. Wick at Number 
Nine, 

But he's intent on pelf. 

And though -he's pious v/ill not 
love 

His neighbour as himself.— 

At Number Seven there was a 
sale— 

The goods had quite a run ! 

And here I've got my single lot 

On hand at Number One I 

My mother often sits at v/orli 
And talks of props and stays. 
And what a comfort I shall be 
In her declining days :— - 
The very maids about the house 
Have set me down a nun. 
The sweethearts all belong to them 
That call at Number One ! 



Once only when the flue took fire, 
One Friday afternoon, 
Young Mr. Long came kindly in 
And told me not to swoon : — 
Why can't he come again without 
The Phoenix and the Sun ! — 
We cannot ahvays have a flue 
On fire at Number One ! 

I am not old, I am not plain, 
Nor av/kward in my gait — 
I am not crooked, like the bride 
That went from Number Eight . — 
I'm sure white satin made her 

look 
As brown as any bun — 
But even beauty has no chance, 
I think, at Number One ! 

At Number Six they say Miss 

Rose 
Has slain a score of hearts, 
And Cupid, for her sake, has been 
Quite prodigal of darts. 
The imp they show with bended 

bow, 
I wish he had a gun ! — ■ 
But if he had, he'd never deign 
To shoot with Number One. 

It's very hard, and so it is 
To live in such a vow ! 
And here's a ballad singer corne 
To aggravate my woe; — 

take away your foolish song 
And tones enough to stun- 
There is '-Nae luck about tho 

house," 

1 knov/s at Number One 1 
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' draws lioney forth that drives men mad." 

Lalla Rookh, 



The speakers were close under the bow-window of the inn, 
juid as the sash was open, Curiosity herself could not help over- 
hearing their conversation. So I laid down Mrs. Opie's " Illus- 
trations of Lying," — whicli I had found lying in the inn window, 
— and took a glance at the partners in the dialogue. 

One of tliein was much older than the other, and much taller ; 
he seemed to have grown like quick-set. The other was thick- 
set. 

'^ I tell you, Thomas," said Quickset, " you are a nat. Before 
you've been a day in London, they'll have the teeth out of your 
very head. As for me, I've been there twice, and know what's 
what. Take my advice ; never tell tlie truth on no account. 
Questions is only asked by vmy of pumping ; and you ought 
always to put 'em on a wrong scent." 

" But aunt is to send her man to meet me at the Old Bailey," 
said Thickset, " and to show me to her house. 'Now if a 
strange man says to me, ' young man, are you Jacob Giles ? ' — 
an't I to tell him f ' 

" By no manner of means," answered Quickset ; *' say you are 
quite another man. No one but a fiat would tell his name to a 
stranp-er about London. You see liow I answered them last 
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night about what was hi the waggon. Brooms, says 1, nothing 
else. A flat would have told them there was the honey-pots un- 
derneath ; but I've been to London before, and know a thing 
or two." 

" London must be a desperate place," said Thickset. 

" Mortal !" said Quickset, " fobs and pockets are nothing ! 
Your watch is hardly safe if you carried it in your inside, and as 
for money " — 

" I'm almost sorry I left Berkshire," said Thickset. 




A TEA GARDEN, 



" Poo — poo," said Quickset, " don't be afeard. I'll look after 
ye ; cheat me, and they've only one more to cheat. Only mind 



Hosted by 



Google 



146 HOOD'S OWN. 

my advice. Don't say anythmg of yonr own head, and don't 
object to anything / say. If I say black 's white, don't contra- 
dict. Mark that. Say everything as I say." 

" I understand vvhat you mean," said Thickset ; and with this 
lesson m his shock head, he began to busy himself about the 
waggon, while his comrade went to the stable for the horses. At 
last Old Ball emerged from the stable-door with the head of Old 
Dumphng resting on his crupper; when a yell rose from the 
rear of the waggon, that startled even N'umber 55, at the Bush 
Inn, at Staines, and brought the company running from the re- 
motest box in its retired tea-garden. 

" In the name of everything," said the landlord, " what's the 
matter ?" 

" It's gone—all gone, by goles !" cried Thickset, with a be- 
wildered look at Quickset, as if doubtful whether he ought not to 
have said it was not gone. 

" You don't mean to say the honey-pots !" said Quickset, with 
some alarm, and letting go the bridle of Old Ball, who very 
quietly led Old Dumpling back again into the stable ; " you don't 
mean to say the honey-pots V 

" I don't mean to say the honey-pots," said Thickset, literally 
following the instructions he had received. 

" "What made you screech out then ? " said Quickset, appealing 
to Thickset. 

"What made me screech out then?" said Thickset, appeahng 
to Quickset, and determined to say as he said. 

" The fellow's drunk," said the landlord ; " the ale's got into 
his head." 

« Ale,— what ale has he had?" inquired Quickset, lather 
anxiously. 
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" Ale,— what ale have I had ?" echoed Thickset, looking sober 
with all his might. 

" He's not drunk," shouted Quickset ; " there's something the 
matter." 

" I'm not drunk ; there is something the matter," bellowed 
Thickset, and with his forefinger he pointed to the waggon. 

" You don't mean to say the honey,'' said Quickset, his voice 
falling. 

" I donH mean to say the honey," said Thickset, his caution 
rising. 

The gesture of Thickset, however, had conveyed some vague 
notion of danger to his companion. With the agility of a cat 
he climbed on the waggon, and with the super-human activity 
of a demon, soon pitched down every bundle of besoms. There 
is a proverb that " new brooms sweep clean," and they certainly 
seemed to have swept every particle of honey clean out of the 
waggon. 

Quickset w^as thunderstruck ; he stood gazing at the empty 
vehicle in silence ; wdiile his hands w^andered v/ildly through his 
hair, as if in search of the absent combs. 

"When he found words at last, they were no part of the Litany, 
Words, however, did not suffice to vent his passion ; and he 
began to stamp and dance about, till the mud of the stable-yard 
flew round like anything you hke. 

" A plague take him and his honej^-pots, too," said the cham- 
bermaid, as she looked at a new pattern on her best gingham. 

'' It's no matter," said Quickset, " I won't lose it. *' The house 
must stand the damage. Mr. Bush, I shall look to you for the 
money." 

" He shall look to you for the money," da-capo'd Thickset. 
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" You may look till doomsday/' said the landlord. '^ It's all 
your own fault ; I thought nobody would steal brooms. If you 
had told me there was honey, I would have put the waggon 
under lock and key." 

'* Why, there ivas honey," said Quickset and Thickset. 

•' I don't know that," said Mr. Bush, " you said last night in 
the kitchen there was nothing but brooms." 

" I heard him," said John Ostler ; " I'll take my oath to his 
very words 1" 

" And so will I," roared the chambermaid, glancing at her 
damaged go^yn. 

" What of that V said Quickset ; " I know I said there was 
nothing but brooms." 

" I know," said Thickset, " I'm positive, he said there was 
nothiing but brooms." 

" He confesses it himself," said the landlady. 

" And his own man speaks agin him/' said the chambermaid. 

" I saw the waggon come in, and it didn't seem to have any 
honey in it," said the head waiter. 

" May be the flies have eaten it," said the postilion. 

" I've seen two chaps the very moral of them two at the bar 
of the Old Bailey," said Boots. 

" It's a swindle, it is," said the landlady, " and Mr. Bush 
shan't pay a farthmg." 

" They deserve tossing in a blanket," said the chambermaid. 

"Duck 'em in the horsepond," shouted John Ostler. 

" I think," whispered Thickset, " they are making themselves 
up for mischief 1" 

There was no time to be lost. Quickset again lugged Old 
Ball and Old Dumpling from the stable, wlaile his companion 
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tossed the brooms into the waggon. As soon as possible they 
drove out of the unlucky yard, and as they passed under the 
arch, I heard for the last time the voice of Thickset : 

" You've . been to London before, and to be sure know best ; 
but somehow, to my mind, the telling the untruth don't seem to 
answer." 

The only reply was a thwack, Kke the report of a j Istol, on 
the crupper of each of the horses. The poor animfis broke 
directly into something like a canter ; and as the waggon turned 
a corner of the street, I shut down the sash, and resumed my 
" Illustrations of Lying." 
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Abiongst the sights that Mrs. Yet spite of drake, and ducks. 
Bond and pond, 

Enjoy 'd yet grieved at more No little ducks had Mrs. Bond ! 
than others, 

Were little ducklings in a pond, The birds were both the best of 
Swimming about beside their mothers — 

mothers — The nests had eggs^ — the eggs 

Small things like livmg w^ater had luck — 

lilies, The inftrnt D.'s came forth like 
But yellov/ as the dti^o-dilUes. others — 

But there, alas ! the matter 
'*It's very hard," she used to stuck! 

moan, They might as well have all died 
" That other people have their addle, 

ducklings As die when they began to pad- 
To grace their waters — mine die ! 
alone 

Have never any pretty chuck- For when, as native instinct 
lings." taught her. 

For why! — each little yellow The mother set her brood afloat, 

navy They sank ere long right under 
Went down — all downy — to old v/ater, 

Davy ! Like any over-loaded boat; 

They were web-footed too, to see, 

She had a lake — a pond I mean — As ducks and spiders ought to be ! 
Its wave was rather thick than 

pearly — No peccant humour in a gander 
She had two ducks, their napes Brought havoc on her little 
were green — folks, — 

She had a drake, his tail was No poaching cook — a frying pan- 
curl j, — der 
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To appetite, — destroyed their V/iiene'er they launch'd— O sight 

yolks,— of wonder! 

Beneath her very eyes, Od' rot Like fires the water "got them 

'em ! under ! " 
They went like plummets to the 

bottom. f^Q woman ever gave their lucks 

A better chance than Mrs. Bond 

The thing was strange — a contra^ ... 

diction ^^. ^^^^^ .^^ ^^^^ ^^ j^^^^,.^^ ^^^^^1 

It seem d of nature and her . , ^ 

WOl Lb. ^ g|^^ ^^^^ j^^^. p^j^^ ^p^ j^j^^ ^g_ 

For little ducks, beyond convic- , -, -, . 

' For death among the water-lilies, 

Shouldfloatwithoutthehelpof ^^.^^ ,^^^^ ^^^ ^^„ ^^ ^^jj j^^^ 

^^'^'- dimes! 
Great Johnson it bewildered him, 

To hear of ducks that could not 

g^^[jj-j f But though resolved to breed no 

more, 

Poor Mrs. Bond ! what could she ^^'^ brooded often on this rid- 

do ^le— 

Bat change the breed-and she ^^^'- '^'^^^ '^'''^^' '^^'^^ ^®^°';^- 

tried divers -^^ ^^^* about the summer's mid- 

Which dived as all seemed born ^^®> 

Iq ^q. What Johnson, Mrs. Bond, or 

No little ones were e'er survi- none did, 

y^pg To clear the matter up the Sun 

Like those that copy gems, I'm 

thinking. 

They all were given to die-sink- The thirsty Sirius, dog-like drank 

ing ! So deep, his furious tongue to 

cool, 

In vain their downy coats were The shallow water sank and 

shorn ; sank, 

They flounder'd still!— Batch And lo, from out the wasted 

after batch went ! . pool, 

The little fools seem'd only born Too hot to hold them any longer, 

And hatch'd for nothing but a There crawl'd some eels as big 

hatchment! as conger ! 
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I wish all folks would look a The sight at once explained the 

bit, case, 

In such a case, below the sur- Making the Dame look rather 

face ; • silly, 

But when the eels were caught The tenants of that Eely Place 

and split Had found the way to Pick a 

By Mrs. Bond, just think of liei' dilly, 

fiice, And so by under-water suction, 

In each inside at once to spy Had wrought the little ducks' ab- 

A duckling turn'd to giblet-pie! dnction. 
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€^t Sumtnih iihmmtt; 

A TRUE STORY, 

TROM THE GERMAN OF JEAN PAUL NEMAND, 



CHAPTER I. 

" I AM perfectly at my wits' ends !" 

As Madame Doppeldick said tMs, she thrust both her fat 
hands into the pockets of her scarlet cotton apron, at the same 
time giving her head a gentle shake, as if implying that it was 
a case in which heads and hands could be of no possible avail. 
She was standing in a little dormitory, exactly equidistant from 
two beds, between which her eyes and her thoughts had been 
alternating some ten minutes past. They were small beds,— 
pallets, — cots, — cribs, troughs npon four legs, such as the old 
painters represent the manger in their pictures of the Nativity. 
Our German beds are not intended to carry double, and in such 
an obscure out-of-the-way village as Kleinewinkel, who would 
think of finding anything better in the way of a couch than a 
sort of box just too little for a bed, and just too large for a cof- 
fin ? It was between two such bedlings, then, that Madanie 
Doppeldick was standing, when she broke out into the aforesaid 
exclamation — " I am perfectly at my wits' ends !" 

Eow, the wits' ends of Madame Doppeldick scarcely extended 
farther from her skull than the horns of a snail. They seldom 
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protruded far beyond her nose, and that was a short one ; and 
moreover they were apt to recede and draw in from the first ob- 
stacle they enconntered, leaving their proprietor to feel her own 
way, as if she had no wits*' ends at all. Thus, having satisfied 
themselves that there were only two beds in the rooms, they left 
the poor lady in the lurch, and absolutely at a nonplus, as to how 
she was to provide for the accommodation of a third sleeper, v»'ho 
was expected to arrive the same evening. There was only one 
best bed-room in the house, and it happened to be the worst bed- 
room also ; for Gretchen, the maid-servant, went home nightly to 
sleep at her mother's. To be sure a shake-down might be spread 
in the parlour ; but to be sure the parlour was also a shop of all 
sorts ; and to be sure the young officer would object to such 
accommodations ; and to be very sure, Mr. Doppeldick would 
object equally to the shake-down, and giving up the two beds 
overhead to his wife and the young officer. 

" God forgive me," said the perplexed Madame Doppeldick, as 
she went slowly down the stairs ; — "but I wish Captain Schenk 
had been killed at the battle of Leipzig, or had got a bed of glory 
anywhere else, before he came to be billeted on us ! " 



'I'l/L TAKK A B I'J D WITH YOUo 
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CHAPTER 11. 

In extenuation of so nncliristian-like an aspiration as the one 
v^hich escaped from the hps of Madame Doppeldick at the end of 
the last chapter, it must be remembered that she was a woman of 
great dehcacy for her size. She was so corpulent, that she might 
safely have gone to court without a hoop, her arms weie too big 
for legs ; and as for her legs, it passed for a miracle of industry, 
even amongst the laborious hard-w^orldng inhabitants of Kleine- 
winkel, that she knitted her owai stockings. It m^ust be confessed 
that she ate heartily, drank heartily, and slept heartily ; and all 
she ate, drank, and slept, seemed to do her good, for she never 
ceased growing, at least horizontally, till she did ample jastico 
to the name which became her own by marriage. Still, as the 
bulk of her body increased, the native shrinking unobtrusive 
modesty of her mind remained the same; or rather it became 
even more tremulously sensitive. In spite of her huge dimensions, 
she seemed to entertain the Utopian desire of being seen by no 
eyes save those of her husband ; of passing through hfe unnoticed 
and unknown ; in short, she was a glob€-pe.ony with the feelings of a 
violet. Judge then what a shock her blushing sensibilities re- 
ceived from the mei'e idea of the strange captain intruding on the 
shadiest haunts of domestic privacy ! Although by birth, educa- 
tion, and disposition,. a,s loyal as the sunflower to the sun, in the 
first rash tyampoits of her trepidation and vexation she wished 
anything- but well to her liege sovereign the King of Prussia— 
wondei-ing bitterly why his majesty could not contrive to have his 
reviev\[s and sham-fights in Berlin itself; or at least in Posen, 
where there were spare beds to be had, and lodgings to let for 
single ijiaen. Then again, if the Quarter-masteL had but conde- 
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scended to give a quarter's notice, wlij, Mr. Doppeldick might 
liave run up an extra room, or they might have parted off a por* 
tion of their own chamber with lath and plaster — or they might 
have done a thousand things ; for instance, they might have sold 
theiv house and left the country, instead of being thus taken un- 
awares in tlieir OAvn sanctorum by a strange gentleman, as sud- 
denly as if he had tumbled through the roof. " It was too bad 
— it was really too bad — and she wondered what Mr. Doppeldick 
would say to it when he came home." 




'-; WISH I WAS W K L I. THROUGH IT." 



CHAPTER III. 

Mr. Doppeldick did come home— and he said nothing to it at 
all. He only pulled his tobacco-bag ^^ut of one coat-pocket, and 
his tobacco-pipe out of the other, and then he struck a light, and 
fell to smoking, as complacently as if there had been no Captain 
Schenk in the world, The truth wa^, he had none of tjiat ner- 
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vous nicety of feeling which his partner possessed so eminently, 
and accordingly, he took no more interest in her domestic dilemma 
than the walnut-wood chair that he sat upon. Moreover, when 
he once had in his mouth his favourite pipe, with a portrait of 
Kant on the bowl of it, he sucked through its tube a sort of Tran- 
scendental Philosophy which elevated him above all the ills of 
human life, to say nothing of such little domestic inconveniences 
as the present. If the house had been as big as the Hotel de 
Nassau, at Schlangenbad, with as many chambers and spare 
beds in it — or a barrack, with quarters for the captain and his 
company to boot — he could not have puffed on more contentedly. 
The very talk about beds and bedding appeared to lull him into 
a sort of sleep with his eyes open ; and even when the voice and 
words of his helpmate grew a little sharp and querulous in detail- 
ing all her doubts, and difficulties, and disagreeables, they could 
not raise even a ripple in the calm placid expanse of his forehead. 
How shoiikl they ? His equable Grerman good humour might 
well be invulnerable to all outward attacks, which had so long- 
withstood every internal one, — ay, in Temper's very citadel, the 
stomach. For instance, the better part of his daily diet was of 
sours. He ate " sauer-kraut," and " sauer-braten," with sour sauce 
and " sauer-ampfer " by way of salad, and pickled plums by way 
of dessert, and " sauer-milch " with sourish brown bread — and 
then, to wash these down, he drank sourish " Essigberger " wine, 
and " sauer-wasser," of which the village of Kleinewinkel had its 
own peculiar brunnen. Still, I say, by all these sours, and many 
others not mentioned besieges, his temper was never soured— nor 
could they turn one drop of the milk of human kindness that 
flowed in his bosom. Instead, therefore, of his round features 
being ever rumpled and crumpled, and furrowed up by the plough- 
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share of passion, you never saw anything on his face but the same 
everlasting sub-smile of phlegmatic phik^nthrophy. In spite of 
the stream of complaint that kept pouring into his ear, he forgave 
Captain Schenk from the bottom of his soul for being billeted on 
him ; and entertained no more spleen towards the King of Prussia 
and the Quarter-master, than he did tovvards the gnat that bit 
him last year. At length, his pipe wanting replenishing, he 
dropped a few comfortable words to his wife, meanv/hile he re- 
filled the bowl, and brought the engine again into play :— - 

" As for undressing, Malchen, — before tlie strange man — puff-™-- 
why can't we go to bed, — puff — before he does, — puff— puff— 
and so put an end to the matter — puff — puff — puff! " 

" As I live upon damsons and bullases ! " (for it was the plum 
season,) exclaimed Madame Doppeldich, clapping her fat hands 
with delight, " I never thought of that ! Gretchen, my lass, get 
the supper ready immediately, for your good master is mortal 
hungry, and so am I ! — and then, my own Dietrich dear, we'll 
bundle off to bed as fast as we can 1 " 
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CHAPTER lY. 

Tbe best of plots n. ay. come to the worst of ends. It y/as no 
fault, however of Gretchen's ; for being in a hurry of her own to 
meet Ludwig Liedeback, she clapped the supper upon the table 
m no time at all. The ti'anscendental pipe, with the head of Kant 
upon it, instantly found itself deposited in a by .orner ; for Mr, 
Doppeldick, like his better half, was a person of substance, keep- 
ing a good running account with Messer and Gabel. Besides, 
amongst other delicacies, the board actuahy displayed those rarest 
of all inland rarities, oysters, — a bag of which the warm-hearted 
Adam Kloot had sent, by way of a token of remembrance, to his 
old fi'iend Dietrich ; forgetting utterly that it was full a hundred 
leagues from the nearest high water-mark of the sea to the village 
of Kleinewinkel. Of course they came like other travellers, with 
their mouths wide agape, to see the wonders of the place, — but, 
then, so much the easier they were to open ; and as the wortliy 
couple did not contemplate any such superfluous nicety as shaving 
them before they swallowed them, there was a fair chance that 
the dehcious morsels would all be devoured before the inauspiaious 
arrival of Captain Schenk. Some such speculation seemed to 
glimmer in the eyes of both Mr. and Mrs. Doppeldick — when, lo 1 
just as the sixth dead oyster had been body-snatched out of its 
shell, and was being flavoured up with lemon and vinegar, the 
door opened, and in walked a blue cap with a red band, a pair of 
mustachios, and a grey cloak without any arms in its sleeves. 
Had Madame Doppeldick held anything but an oyster in her 
mouth at that moment it would infallibly have choked her, the 
flutter of her heart in her throat was so violent. 

" Holy Yii-gin !— Captain Schenk ! " 
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'' At yom service, Madame," answered a voice tlirougli the 
mustacliios. 

^' You are welcome, Captain ! " said the worthy master of the 
house, at the same time rising, and placing a chair for his guest 
at that side of the table which was fai'thest from the oysters. 
The officer, without any ceremony, threw himself into the seat, 
and then, resting his elbows upon the table, and his cheeks be- 
tween his palms, he fixed his dark eyes on the blushing face of 
Madame Doppeldick in a long and steady stare. It is true that 
he was only mentally reviewing the review ; or, possibly, calcu- 
lating the chances he had made in favour of an application he 
had lately forwarded to Berlin, to be exchanged into the Royal 
Guards ; but the circumstance sufficed to set every nerve of Ma- 
dame Doppeldick a vibrating, and in two minutes from his arri- 
val, she had made up her mind that he was a very bold, forward, 
and presuming young man. 

It is astonishing, when we have once conceived a prejudice, 
how rapidly it grows, and how plentifully it finds nutriment ! 
Like the sea polypus, it extends its thousand feelers on every side, 
for anything they can lay hold of, and the smallest particle afloat 
in the ocean of conjecture cannot escape from the tenacity of their 
grasp. So it was with Madame Doppeldick. From mistrusting 
the captain's eyes, she came to suspect his nose, his luustachios, 
his mouth, his chin, and even the slight furrow of a sabre cut that 
scarred his forehead just over the left eyebrow. She felt morally 
sure that he had received it in no battle-field, but in some scan- 
dalous duel. Luckily she had never seen Mozart's celebrated 
opera, or she would inevitably have set down Captain Schenk as 
its libertine masquerading hero, Don Giovanni himself! 

"You will be sharp-set for supper, Captain," said the hospita- 
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ble host, pushing towai'ds liis guest a disli of lean home-made 
bacon ; but the Captain took no more notice of the invitation 
than if he had been stunned stone-deaf by the artillery at the 
sham-iight in the morning. Possibly he did. not hke bacon, or, 
at any rate, such bacon as was set before him ; for to put the 
naked Truth on lier bare oath, the Kleinewinkel pigs always 
looked as if they got their Hving, like cockroaches, by creeping 
through cracks. However, he never changed his posture, but 
kept his dark intolerable eye still fixed on his hostess's full and 
flushed face. He might just as well have stared, if he must stare 
— -at the shelves-full of old family china, (some of it elaborately 
mended and riveted) in the corner cupboard, the door of which 
she had left open on purpose ; but he had, apparently, no such 
considerate respect for female modesty. 

" Saint Ursula and the Eleven Thousand be near us 1 " said 
the disquieted Madame Doppeldick to herself. " It is hard 
enough for people of our years and bulk to be obhged to he 
double ; — but to have a strange, wild, rakish, staring young fellow 
in the same chamber — I do wish that Dietrich w^ould make more 
haste with his supper, that we may get into bed first !" 



CHAPTER Y. 

Honest Dietricli was in no such hurry. A rational, moral, 
pious man, with a due grateful sense of the sapidity of certain 
gifts of the Creator, ought not to swallow them with the post- 
haste indifference of a sow swilling her wash ; and as Dietrich 
Doppeldick did not taste oysters once in ten years, it was a sort 
of religious obhgation, as wxll as a positive secular temptation, 
that the relish of each particular fish should be prolonged as far 
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as possible on the palate by an orderly, decorous, and deliberate 
deglutition. Accordingly, instead of bolting the oysters as if he 
had been swallowing them for a w^ager, he sate soberly, with, his 
eyes fixed on the two plumpest, as if only waiting the " good 
night " of his guest to do ample and christian-like justice to the 
edible forget-me-nots of his good friend Adam Kloot. In vain 
his wife looked hard at him, and trod on his toes as long as she 
could reach them, besides being seized with a short hectic coi:gh 

that was anything but constitutional 

" Lord help me ! " said Mrs. Doppeldick in her soul, too flut- 
tered to attend to the correctness of her metaphors — " It's as easy 
to catch the eye of a post ! — He minds me no more than if I 
trod on the toes of a stock-fish ! I might as well cough into the 
ears of a stone wall." 




KISSING CI O E f5 BY F A. V O U P. . 
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In fact, honest Dietricli had totally forgotten the domestic 
dilemma. 

" He will never take his eyes off," thought Madame Doppel- 
dick, steahng a glance across the table ; " I was never so stared 
at, never, since I was a girl and wore pigtails ! I expect every 
moment he will jump up and embrace me." Whereas nothing 
could be further from the Captain's thought. The second batta- 
lion had joined that very morning, and accordingly he had kiss- 
ed, or been kissed by, all its eight-and-twenty officers, tall or 
short, fat or lean, fair or sw^arthy, — which was quite kissing 
enough for a reasonable day's ration. The truth is, he was star- 
ing at himself. He had just, mentally, pnt on a new nniform, 
and was looking wdth the back of his eyes at his own brihiant 
figure, as a Captain in the Eoyal Guards. It was, however, a 
stare, outwardly, at Madame Doppeldick, who took everything 
to herself, frogs, lace, bulhon, buttons, cuffs, collars, epaulettes, 
and the Deuce knoiYS what besides. 

" I would to heaven ! " she wished, " he had never thought 
of going into the army, — or at least that the Quartermaster had 
never taken it into his stupid head to quarter him on us. Young 
gay Captains are very well to flirt with, or to waltz with, but at 
my years and bulk waltzing is quite out of the question 1" 



CHAPTER YI. 

At last Captain Schenk changed his posture, and averted his 
familiar eyes from the face of Madame Doppeldick ; but it was 
only to give her a fresh alarm with his free-and-easy mouth. 
First of all he clenched his fists — then he raised his arms at full 
stretch above his head, as if he w^anted to be crucified, and then 
turning his face upwards towards the ceiHng, with his eyes shut. 
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and liis jaws open — lie yawned sucli a yawn as panther never 
yawned after prowling all day, without prey, in a ten-foot cage — 

" Auw-yauw-au-ya-aiigh-auwayawauwghf ! " 

" By all the Saints," thought the terrified Madame Doppel- 
dick, " he will be for packing off to bed at once ! " — and in the 
vain hope of inducing him to sup beforehand, she seized, yes, she 
actually seized the devoted dish of oysters, and made them re- 
lieve guard, wdth the home-made bacon, just under the Captain's 
nose. It was now honest Dietrich's turn to try to catch the eyes 
of posts, and tread on the toes of stock-fish ; however, for this 
time the natives were safe. 

" By your leave, Madame," said the abominable voice through 
the mustachios, " I will take nothing except a candle. What 
with the heavy rain at first, and then the horse artillery plough- 
ing up our marching ground, I am really dog-tired with my day's 
work. If you will do me the ftivour, therefore, to show me to 
my chamber — — " 

" Not for the whole Avorld ! " exclaimed the horrified Madame 
Doppeldick — "not for the W'hole world, I mean, till you have 
hob-and-nobbed with us — at least with the good man " — and, like 
a warm-hearted hostess, jealous of the honour of her hospitality, 
she snatched up the spare-candle, and hurried off to the barrel. 
If she could but set them down to drinking, she calculated, let 
who tvould be the second, she v-^ould herself be the first in bed, 
if she jumped into it with all her clothes on. It was a likely 
scheme enough, — but alas ! it fell through, hke the rest I — Before 
she had drawn half a flask of Essigberger, or Holzapfelheimer, 
for I forget Avhich — she was alarmed by the double screech of 
two chairs pushed suddenly back on the uncarpeted floor. Then 
came a trampling of light and heavy feet — and although she 
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dropped tlie bottle — and forgot to turn the spigot — and carried 
tlie candle without the candlestick — and left her left slipper be- 
hind her, — still, in spite of all the haste she could make, she 
only reached the stair-foot just in time to see two Prussian-blue 
coat-tails, turned up w^ith red, w^hisking in at the bedroom door ! 



CHAPTER VII. 

" Oh the cruel, the kilhng ill-luck that pursues us 1 " exclaimed 
the forlorn Madame Doppeldick, as her husband returned, with 
his mouth watering, to the little parlour, where, oy some sort of 
attraction, he was drawn into the Captain's vacant chair, instead 
of his own. In a few seconds the plumpest of Adam Kloot's 
tender souvenirs, of about the size and shape of a penny bun, 
was sliding over his tongue. Then another Avent — and another 
— and another. They Avere a little gone or so, and no w^onder ; 
for they had travelled up the Rhine and the Moselle, in a dry 
"schifF," not a " dampschifi, " tow^ed by real horse-powders, in- 
stead of steam-powers, against the stream. To tell the naked 
truth, there were only four w^ords in the world that a respectably 
fresh Cod's head could have said to them, namely :— 




" K O N E OF YOUR S .V U C K . 
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No matter : down they went glibly, glibly. The lemon-juice 
did sometliing for them, and the vinegar still more, by making 
them seem sharp instead of flat. Honest Dietrich enjoyed them 
as mightily as Adam Kloot could have wished ; and was in no 
humour, you may be sure, for spinning prolix answers or long- 
winded speeches. 

" They are good — very ! — excellent I Malcheii ! — Just eat a 
couple." 

But the mind of the forlorn Malchen was occupied with any- 
thing but oysters : it was fixed upon things above, or at least 
overhead. " I do not think I can sit up all night," she mur- 
mared, concluding with such a gape that the tears squeezed 
out plentifully between her fat little eyelids. 

" I've found only one bad one — and that was fuH of black 
mud — schloo — oo — oo — ooop 1" — slirropped honest Dietrich. 
IST. B. — There is no established formula of minims and crotchets 
on the gamut to represent the swallowing of an oyster: so the 
aforesaid syllables of " schloo — oo — oo — ooop," must stand in 
their stead. 

" As for sleeping in my clothes," continued Madame Doppel- 
dick, " the weather is so very warm, — and the httle window 
won't open — and with two in a bed — " 

" The English do it, Malchen, — schloo — oo — ooop ! " 

" But the English beds have curtains," said Madame Doppel- 
dick, "thick stuff or canvas curtains, Dietrich, — all round, and 
over the top — just hke a general's tent." 

" We can go— schloo — ooop — to bed in the dark, Malchen." 

" No — no," objected Madame Doppeldick, with a grave shake 
of her head. " We'll have no blindman's-buff work, Dietrich,— 
and may be blundering into wrong beds." 
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" ScWoO 00 — ^00 00 — ooop." 

" And if ever I saw a wild, rakish, immoral, irreligious-look- 
ing young man, "Dietrich, the Captain is one 1" 

" Schloo — 00 — 00 — ooop." 

" Did you observe, Dietrich, how shamefully he stared at me V 

" Schloo— ooop." 

" And the cut on his forehead, Dietrich, I'll be bound he got 
it for no good 1 " 

" Schloo — 00 — 00 — ooop." 

" Confound Adam Kloot and his oysters to boot 1" exclaimed 
the offended Madame Doppeldick, irritated beyond all patience 
at the bovine apathy of her connubial partner. " I wish, I do, 
that the nets had burst in catching them ! " 

" Why, what can one do, Malchen ?" asked honest Dietrich, 
looking up for the first time from the engrossing dish, whence the 
one-a-penny oysters had all vanished, leaving, only the two-a- 
penny ones behind. 

" Saint Ursula only knows ! " sighed Madame Doppeldick, her 
voice relapsing into its former tone of melancholy. " I only 
know that I will never undress in the room ! " 

" Then you must undress out of it, Malchen. Schloo — oop. 
Schloo — 00 — 00—00 — ooop." 

"I beheve that must be the way after all," said Madame Dop- 
peldick, on wdiose mind her husband's sentence of transcenden- 
tal philosophy had cast a new light. " To be sure there is a 
httle landing-place at the stair-head — and our bed is exactly op- 
posite the door — and if one scuttled briskly across the room, and 
jumped in — But are you sure, Dietrich, that you explained every 
thing correctly to the Captain ? Did you tell him that his was 
the one next the window — with the patchwork coverlet ?" 
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^' Not a word of it 1" answered honest Dietrich, who, hke all 
other Prussians, had served his two years as a soldier, and was 
therefore moderately interested in military manoeuvres. "Not a 
word of it — we talked all about the review. But I did what 
was far better, my own Malchen, for I saw him get into the bed 
with the patchwork coverlet, with my own eyes, and then took 
away his candle — Schloo-^-oo — oo]} i " 




** It was done like my owm dear, kind, Dietrich," exclaimed 
the delighted Madame Doppeldick, and in the sudden revulsion 
of her feehngs, she actually pulled up his huge round bullet-head 
from the dish, and kissed him betw^een the nose and chin. 

The Domestic Dilemma was disarmed of its horns, Madame 
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Doppeldick saw her way before her, as clear and open as the 
Ehine three months after the ice has broken up. From that 
moment, as long as the dish contained two oysters, the air of 
*' Schloo — 00—00—00 — ooop " was snng, as " arranged for a 
duet." 



CHAPTER YIIl. 

" All is quiet, thank Heaven ! the Captain is as fast as a 
church," thought Madame Doppeldick, as she stood in noctur- 
nal dishabille, on the little landing-place at the stair-head. " Now 
then, my own Dietrich," she whispered, "are you ready to run?" 
For like the best of wives, as she Was, she did not much care to 
go anywhere without her husband. 

But the deliberate Dietrich was not prepared to escort her. 
He had chosen to undress as usual, with his transce^'^A-ntni pipe 
in his mouth ; indeed it was always the last thing that he took 
off before getting into bed, so that till all his philosophy was 
burned to ashes, his mind Avould not consent to any active cor- 
poreal exertion, especially to any locomotion so rapid as a race. 
At last he stood balancing, made up for the start ; his eyes star- 
ing, his teeth clenched, his fists doubled, and his arms swingiDg^ 
as if he were about to be admitted a burgess of Andernach- — 
that is to say, by leap'ng backwards over a v>innov/ing-fan, with 
a well-poised pail of water in his arms, in order to show if ho 
accomphshed it neatlj'-. 

" The night-light may be left burning Avhere it is, Dietrich." 

*' Now then, Malchen 1" 

" Now then, Dietrich, — and run gently — on your toes !" 

No sooner said than done. The modest Malchen with the 
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speed of a yomig wild elepliant, made a rusli across the room, 
and, with something of a jump and something more of a scramble, 
plunged headlong into the bed. The phlegmatic Dietrich was a 
thought later, from having included the whole length of the 
landing-place in his run, to help him in his leap, so that just as 
his bulk came, squash I upon the co^-erlet, his predecessor was 
tumbhng her body, show-wow, bow-vfow, any-how, over the side 
of the bedstead. 

"Santa Maria!" sobbed Madame Doppeldick, as she settled 
into hysterics upon the floor. 

" Potz-tausend r' said Mr. Doppeldick, as he crawled backwards 
out of the bed like a crab. 



*'WHY DID YOU SUP ON P O II K ? * ' 

" Ten thonsand devils !" bellowed Captain Schenk — a sup- 
pressed exclamation that the first shock had driven from his 
mouth into his throat, from his throat into his lungs, and from 
thence into his stomach ; but which the second shock had now 
driven ont ai^ain in full force. 
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"Why, I tliougiit, Mister Jean Paul Nemand (says tlie 
reader), tliat we left the Captain safe and sound, in his own bed, 
next the window, with the patch-work coverlet ?" 

" And so we did, Mister Carl Wilhelm Jeinand (says the 
author), but it was so short, that in five minutes he caught the 
cramp. Wherefore, as there w^as a second spare bed in the room, 
and as honest Dietrich had said nothing of other lodgers, and as 
of all blessings we ought to choose the biggest, the Captain de- 
termined to give it a trial — and between you and me he liked 
the bed well enough, till he felt a sort of smashing pain all over 
his body, his eyes squeezing out of his face, his nose squeezing 
into it, and his precious front teeth, at a gulp, going uninvited 
down his gullet !" 
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The Mooa^ — who does not love the silver moon, 
In all her fantasies and ail her phases ? 

Whether fuU-orb'd in the nocturnal noon, 
Shining in all the dewdrops on the daisies, 
To light the tripping Fairies in their mazes, 

Whilst stars are winking at the pranks of Puck ; 
Or huge and red, as on brown sheaves she gazes; 

Or new and thin, when coin is turned for luck ; — 

Who will not say that Dian is a Duck ? 

But, oh ! how tender, beautiful, and sweet, 

When in her silent round, serene, and clear, 
By assignation loving fancies meet. 

To recompense the pangs of absence drear ! 

So Ellen, dreaming of Lorenzo, dear, 
But distant from the city mapp'd by Mogg, 

Still saw his image in that silver sphere, 
Plain as the Man with lantern, bush, and dog. 
That used to set our ancestors a-gog. 

And so she told him in a pretty letter, 
That came to hand exactly as St. Meg's 

Was striking ten — eleven had been better ; 
For then he might have eaten six more eggs, 
And both of the bedevill'd turkey-legs. 

With relishes from East, West, North, and South 
Draining, beside, the teapot to the dregs, 

Whereas a man, whose heart is in his mouth, 

Is rather spoilt for hunger and for drouth. 
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And so the kidneys, broiling hot, were wasted ; 

The brawn — it never enter'd in his thought; 
The grated Parmesan remained untasted ; 

The potted shrimps were left as they were bought, 

The capelings stood as merely good for nought, 
The German sausage did not tempt him better, 

Whilst Juno, licking her poor lips, was taught 
There's neither bone-nor skin about a letter, 
Gristle, nor scalp, that one can give a setter. 

Heav'n bless the man who first devised a mail ! 

Heav'n bless that public pile which stands concealing 
The Goldsmiths' front with such a solid veil ! 

Heav'n bless the Master, and Sir Francis Freeling, 

The drags, the nags, the leading or the wheeling, 
The whips, the guards, the horns, the coats of scarlet, 

The boxes, bags, those evening bells a-pealing ! 
Heav'n bless, in short, each posting thing, and varlet, 
That helps a Werter to a sigh from Charlotte. 

So felt Lorenzo as he oped the sheet. 

Where, first, the darling signature he kiss'd. 
And then, recurring to its contents sweet 

With thirsty eyes, a phrase T must enlist. 

He gulped the words to hasten to their gist ; 
In mortal ecstacy his soul was bound — 

When, lo ! with features all at once a-twist, 
He gave a whistle, wild enough in sound 
To summon Faustus's Infernal Hound ! 

Alas ! w^hat little miffs and tiffs in love, 

A snubbish w^ord, or pouting look mistaken, 
Will loosen screws with sweethearts hand and glove; 

Oh ! love, rock firm when chimney-pots were shaken^ 

A pettish breath will into huffs awaken, 
To spit like hump-back'd cats, and snarling Towzers ! 

Till hearts are wreck'd and founder'd, and forsaken. 
As ships go to Old Davy, Lord knows how, sirs. 
While heav'n is blue enough for Dutchmen's trowsers ! 
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*• The moon's at full, love, and I think of you" — 

Who would have thought that such a kind P.S. 
Could make a man turn white, then red, then blue, 

Then black, and knit his eyebrows and compress 

His teeth, as if about io effervesce 
Like certain people when they lose at whist ! 

So look'd the chafed Lorenzo, ne'ertheless, 
And, in a trice, the paper he had kiss'd 
Was crumpled like a snowball in his fist ! 

Ah ! had he been less versed in scientifics. 

More ignorant, in short, of what is what : 
He ne'er had flared up in such calorifics ; 

But he would seek societies, and trot 

To Clubs — Mechanics' Institutes — and got 
With Birkbeck — Bartley — Combe — George Robins — Rennie, 

And other lecturing men. And had he not 
That work, of weekly parts, which sells so many, 
The Copper-bottomed Magazine — or " Penny 1" 

But, of all learned pools whereon, or in, 

Men dive like dabchicks, or like swallows skim, 
Some hardly damp'd, some wetted to the skin. 

Some drown'd like pigs when they attempt to swim, 

Astronomy was most Lorenzo's whim, 
('Twas studied by a Prince among the Burmans) ; 

He loved those heavenly bodies which, the Hymn 
Of Addison declares, preach solemn sermons, 
While waltzing on their pivots like young Germans 

Night after night, with telescope in hand. 
Supposing that the night was Mr and clear. 

Aloft, on the housetop, he took his stand. 

Till he obtained to know each twinkling sphere 
Better, I doubt, than Milton's " Starry Vere ;" 

Thus, reading thro' poor Ellen's fond epistle, 
He soon espied the flaw — the lapse so sheer. 

That made him raise his hair in such a bristle, 

And like the Boatswain of the Storm-Ship whistle. 
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" The moon's at full, love, and I think of thee" — 
" Indeed ! I'm very much her humble debtor, 

But not the moon-calf she would have me be, 
Zounds ! does she fancy that I know no better V^ 
Herewith, at either comer of the letter 

He gave a most ferocious, rending, pull ;— 
" O woman ! v/oman ! that no vows can fetter, 

A moon to stay for three weeks at the full 

By Jove ; a very pretty cock-and-bull ! 

" The moon at full ! 'twas very finely reckon'd ! 
Why so she wrote me word upon the first — 
The twelfth, and nov/ upon the twenty-second — 




DOUGLAS. 



Full 1 — yes — it must be fall enough to burst! 
But let her go— of all vile jilts the worst"— 
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Here with his thumbs he gave contemptuous snaps. 

Anon he blubber'd like the child that's nurs'd. 
And then he hit the table frightful raps, 
And stan:ip'd till he had broken both his straps. 

" The moon's at full— -and I am in her thought- 
No doubt : I do believe it in mj soul !" 

Here he threw up his head, and gave a snort 
Like a young horse first harness'd to a pole : 
" The moon is full — aye, so is this d — d bowl 1" 

A.nd, grinning like the sourest of curmudgeons, 
Globe — water — fishes — he dash'd down tlie whole, 

Strewing the cai-pet with the gasping gudgeons; 

Men do tlie strangest things in such love-dudgeons. 

"I fill her thonghta — her memory's vice-gerent? 

No, no, — some paltry puppy — three weeks old-— 
And round as Nerval's shield"- — thus incoherent 

His fuicies grew as he went on to scold ; 

80 stormy waves are into breakers roll'd, 
Work'd up at last to mere chaotic wroth — • 

This — that— heads — tails — thoughts jumbled uncontrolPd, 
As onions, turnips, meat, in boiling broth, 
By turns bob up, and splutter in the froth. 

"Fool that I was to let a baby face — • 

A full one — like a hunter's — round and. red- 
Ass that I am, to give her more a place 

Within this heart" — and here he struck his head, 
"'Sdeath, are the Almanack-compilers dead? 
But no — 'tis all an artifice — a trick, 

Some newer face—some dandy under-bred-— 
Well — be it so — of all the sex I'm sick ! " 
Here Juno woncler'd why she got a kiak. 

"*The moon is full '-—wire re's her infernal scrawl? 

'And you are in my thought: that silver ray 
Will ever your dear image thus recall '-— 

My image ? Mine ! She'd barter it away 
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For Pretty Poll's on an Italian's irajl 
Three weeks, full weeks, — it is too plain — too bad — 

Too gross and palpable! Oh cursed day! 
My senses have not crazed — but if they had— 
Such moons would worry a Mad Doctor mad ! 

"Oh Nature! wherefore did you frame a lip 

So fair for falsehood 1 Wherefore have you drest 

Deceit so angel-like T' With sudden rip 
He tore six new buff buttons from his vest, 
And groped with hand impetuous at his breast, 

As if some flea from Juno's fleecy curls 
Had skipp'd to batten on a human chest, 

But no — the hand comes forth, and down it hurls 

A lady's miniature beset with pearls. 

Yet long upon the floor it did not tarry, 

Before another outrage could be plann'd: 
Poor Juno, who had learn'd to fetch and carry, 

Pick'd up and bro^^ght it to her master's hand. 

Who seized it, and the mimic feature scann'd; 
Yet not with the old loving ardent drouth. 

He only saw in that fair face, so bland, 
Look how he would at it, east, w^est, north, south, 
A moon, a full one, with eyes, nose, and mouth. 

"I'll go to her," — herewith his hat he touch'd, 

And gave his arm a most heroic brandish ; 
"But no — I'll write"' — and here a spoon he clutch'd, 

And ramm'd it with such fury in the standish, 

A sable flood, like Niger the outlandish, 
Came rushing forth — Oh Antics and Buffoons! 

Ye never danced a caper so ran-dan-dish ; 
He jump'd— thump'd — tore — swore, more than ten dragoons, 
At all nights, noons, moons, spoons, and pantaloons ! 

But soon ashamed, or weary, of such dancing, 

Without a Collinet's or Weippert's band. 
His rampant arms and legs left off" their prancing, 

And down he sat again, with pen in hand, 
8-^ 
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Not fiddle-headed, or King's-pattern grand, 
But one of Bramah's patent Caligraphics; 

And many a sheet it spoil'd before he plann'd 
A likely letter. Used to pure seraphics, 
Philippics sounded strangely after Sapphics. 

Long while he rock'd like Yankee in his chair, 

Staring as he would stare the wainscot through, 
And then he thrust his fingers in his hair, 

And set his crest up like a cockatoo ; 

And trampled with his hoofs, a mere Yahoo : 
At last, with many a tragic frown and start, 

He penn'd a billet, very far from doux, 
'Twas sour, severe — but think of a man's smart 
Writing with lunar caustic on his heart ! ■ 

The letter done and closed, he lit his taper. 
And sealing, as it were, his other mocks. 

He stamped a grave device upon the paper. 
No Cupid toying with his Psyche's locks — 
But some stern head of the old Stoic stocks — 

Then, fiercely striding through the staring streets, 
He dropt the bitter missive in a box, 

Beneath the cakes, and tarts, and sugar'd treats, 

In Mrs. Smelling's window-full of sweets. 

Soon sped the letter — thanks to modern plans, 
Our English mails run little in the style 

Of those great German wild-beast caravans, 
Eil-v.'Ligens — tho' they do not "go like iZe," — 
But take a good twelve minutes to the mile — 

On Monday morning, just at ten o'clock, 

As Ellen humm'd " The Young May Moon" the while, 

Her ear was startled by that double knock 

Which thrills the nerves like an electric shock ! 

Her right hand instantly forgot its cunning. 
And down into the street it dropt, or flung. 

Right on the hat and wig of Mr. Gunning, 

The jug that o'er her ten-week-stocks had hung; 
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Then down the staks by twos and threes, she sprung, 
And through the passage like a burghir darted. 

Alas ! how sanguine are the fond and young — 
She little thought, when with the coin she parted, 
She paid a sixpence to be broken-hearted ! 

Too dear at any price — had she but paid 

Nothing and taken discount, it was dear; 
Yet, worthless as it was, the sweet-lipped maid 

Oft kissed the letter in her brief career 

Between the lower and the upper sphere, 
Where, seated in a study bistre-brown, 

She tried to pierce a mystery as clear 
As that I saw once puzzling a young clown — 
" Reading Made Eas3V' but turned upside down. 

Yet Ellen, like most misses in the land. 
Had sipped sky blue, through certain of her teens, 

At one of those establishments which stand 

In highways, byeways, squares, and village greens : 
'Twas called " The Grove," — a name that always means 

Two poplars stand like sentries at the gate — 
Each wdndow had its close Venetian screens 

And Holland blind, to keep in a cool state 

The twenty-four Young Ladies of Miss Bate. 

But when the screens were left unclosed by chance, 

The blinds not down, as if Miss B. were dead. 
Each upper window to a passing glance 

Revealed a little dimity white bed ; 

Each lov/er one a cropp'd or curly head ; 
And thrice a week, for soul's and health's economies, 

Along the road the twenty-four were lead, 
Like coupled hounds, whipped in by two she-dominies 
With faces rather graver than Melpomene's. 

And thus their studies they pursued : — On Sunday, 

Beef, collects, batter, texts from Dr. Price ; 
Mutton, French, pancakes, grammar — of a Monday ; 

Tuesday — hard dumplings, globes, Chapone's Advice j 
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Wednesday — ftiiicy-vvork, rice-milk (no spice) ; 
Thursday — pork, dancing, currant-'bolstei's, reading ; 

Friday — beef, Mr. Butler, and plain rice ; 
Saturday — scraps, short lessons and short feeding, 
Stocks, back-boards, hash, steel-collars, and good breeding. 

From this repertory of female learning, 
Came Ellen once a quarter, always fatter ! 

To gratify the eyes of parents yearning. 
'Twas evident in bolsters, beef, and batter, 
Hard dumplings, and rice-milk, she did not smatter, 




V tl A C T ICE n R 1 V K S Jl K MAD. 



But heartily, as Jenkins says, " demollidge ;" 

But as for any learning, not to Hatter, 
As often happens when girls leave their college, 
She had done nothing but grow out of knowledge. 
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At Lo23g Division sums she had no chance, 

And History was quite as bad a balk ; 
Her French, it was too small for Petty France, 

And Priscian sufiered in her English talk : 

Her drawing might be done with cheese or chalk-; 
As for the globes — ^^the use of the terrestrial 

She knew when she went out to take a walk. 
Or take a ride ; but, touching the celestial. 
Her knowledge hardly soarecT above the bestial. 

Nothing she learned of Juno, Pallas, Mars; 

Georgium, for what she knew, might stand for Burgo, 
Sidus, for Master : theu, for northern stars, 

The Bear she fancied did in sable fnr go, 

The Bull was Farmer Giles's bull, and, ergo, 
The Ram the same that butted at her brother; 

As for the Twins, she only guessed that Virgo, 
From coming after them, must be their mother ; 
The Scales weighed soap, tea, figs, like any other. 

As ignorant as donkeys in Gailicia, 

She thought that Saturn, with his Belt, was but 
A private, may be, in the Kent Militia; 

That Charles's Wain would stick in a deep rut, 

That Venus was a real West-End slut — 
Oh, Gods and Goddesses of Greek Theogony ! 

That Berenice's Hair \vould curl and cut, 
That Cassiopeia's Chair w^as good Mahogany, 
Nicely French-polished,~such was her cosmogony ! 

Judge, then, how puzzled by the Bcientihcs 

Lorenzo's letter came now to dispense ; 
A lizard, crawling over hieroglyyhics, 

Knows quite as much of their Egytian sense ; 

A sort of London fog, opaque and dense, 
Hung over verbs, nouns, genitives, and datives. 

In vain she pored and pored, with eyes intense — • 
As v/eli is known to oyster-operatives, 
Mere looking at the shells won't open natives. 
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Yet mixed with the hard words, so called, she found 

Some easy ones that gave her heart the staggers ; 
Words giving tongue against her, like a hound 

At picking out a fault — words speaking daggers. 

The very letters seemed, in hostile swaggers, 
To lash their tails, but not as horses do, 

Nor like the tails of spaniels, gentle waggers, 
But like a lion's, ere he tears in two 

A black, to see if he is black all through. 

With open mouth, and eyeballs at full stretch, 
She gazed upon the paper sad and sorry, 

No sound — no stir — quite petrified, poor wretch ! 
As when Apollo, in old allegory, 
Down-stooping like a falcon, made his quarry 

Of Niobe, just turned to Purbeck stone ; 
In flict, since Cupid grew into a worry, 

Judge if a suing lover, let alone 

A lawyer, ever wrote in such a tone ; 

" Ellen, I will no longer call you mine, 

That time is past, and ne'er can come again ; 

However other hghts undimraed may shine, 
And undiminishing, one truth is plain. 
Which I, alas ! have learned, — that love can wane. 

The dream is pass'd away, the veil is rent, 
Your heart was not intended for my reign ; 

A sphere so full, I feel, was never meant 

With one poor man in it to be content. 

" It must, no doubt, be pleasant beyond measure 
To wander underneath the whispering bough 

With Dian, a perpetual round of pleasure. 
Nay, fear not, — I absolve of every vow, — 
Use, — use your own celestial pleasure now. 

Your apogee and perigee arrange. 

Ilerschel might aptly stare and wonder how, 

To me that constant disk has nothing strange— 

A counterfeit is sometimes hard to chanofc. 
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" Oh Ellen ! I once little thought to write 

Such words unto you, with so hard a pen ; 
Yet outraged love will change its nature quite, 

And turn like tiger hunted to its den — 

How Falsehood trips in her deceits on men ! 
And stands ahash'd, discover'd and forlorn ! 

Had it been only cusp'd — but gibbous — then 
It had gone down — but Faith drew back in scorn, 
And would not swallow it — without a horn ! 

" I am in occultation, — that is plain : 

My culmination's past, — that's quite as clear, 
But think not I will suffer your disdain 

To hang a lunar rainbow on a tear. 

Whate'er my pangs, they shall be buried here ; 
No murmur, — not a sigh, — shall thence exhale : 

Smile on, — and for your own peculiar sphere 
Choose some eccentric path, — you cannot fail, 
And pray stick on a most portentous tail ! 

" Farewell ! I hope you are in health and gay ; 

For me, I never felt so well and merry — 
As for the bran-new idol of the day, 

Monkey or man, I am indifferent — very ! 

Nor e'en will ask who is the Happy Jerry ; 
My jealousy is dead, or gone to sleep, 

But let me hint that you will want a wherry, 
Three weeks' spring-tide, and not a chance of neap, 
Your parlours will be flooded six feet deep ! 

" Oh Ellen! how delicious was that light 

Wherein our plighted shadows used to blend, 
Meanwhile the melancholy bird of night — 

No more of that — the lover's at an end. 

Yet if I may advise you, as a friend. 
Before you next pen sentiments so fond. 

Study your cycles — I would recommend 
Our Airy — and let South be duly conn'd, 
And take a dip, I beg, in the great Pond.* 

* Airy, South, and Pond, English Astronomers. 
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"Farewell again ! it is farewell for ever! 

Before your lamp of night be lit up thrice, 
I shall be sailing, haply, for Swan River, 

Jamaica, or the Indian land of rice, 

Or Boothia Felix — happy clime of ice ! 
For Trebizond, or distant Scanderoon, 

Ceylon, or Java redolent of spice, 
Or settling, neighbour of the Cape baboon. 
Or roaming o'er — The Mountains of the Moon! 

"What matters where? my world no longer owns 

That dear meridian spot from which I dated 
Degrees of distance, hemispheres and zones, 

A globe all blank and barren and belated. 

What matters where my future life be fated? 
With Lapland hordes, or Koords, or Afric peasant^ 

A squatter in the western woods located, 
What matters where ? My bias, at-tlie present, 
Leans to the country that reveres the Crescent! 

" Farewell I and if for ever, fare thee well ! 

As wrote another of my fellow-martyrs: 
I ask no sexton for his passing-bell, 

I do not ask your tear-drops to be starters, 

However I may die, transfix'd by Tartars, 
By Cobras poisoned, by Constrictors strangled, 

By shark or cayman snapt above the garters, 
By royal tiger or Cape lion mangled, 
Or starved to death in the wild woods entangled, 

" Or tortured slov.'ly at an Indian stake, 
Or smother'd in the sandy hot simoom, 

Or crush'd in Chili by earth's awful quake. 
Or baked in lava, a Vesuvian tomb. 
Or dirged by syrens and the billows' boom, 

Or stifFen'd to a stock 'mid Alpine snows, 
Or stricken by the plague with sudden doom, 

Or suck'd by Vam pyres to a last repose, 

Or self destroy'd, impatient of my woes; 
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« Still fare you well, however I may fare, 

A fare perchance to the Lethean shore, 
Caught up by rushing wlrlrlwincls in the air, 

Or dash'd clown cataracts with dreadful roar : 

Nay, this warm heart, once yours unto the core, 
This hand you should have claim'd in church or minster, 

Some Ccannibal may gnaw " — -she read no more — 
Prone on the carpet fell the senseless spinster, 
Losing herself, as 'twere, in Kidderminster ! 

Of course of such a fall the shock was great ; 

In rush'd the ftither, panting from the shop. 
In rush'd the mother, without cap on tete. 

Pursued by Betty Housemaid with her mop ; 

The cook to change her apron did not stop, 
The charwoman next scrambled up the stair,— 

All help to lift, to haul, to seat, to prop, 
And then they stand and smother round the chair. 
Exclaiming in a chorus, " Give her air ! " 

One sears her nostrils with a burning feather, 

Another rams a phial up her nose ; 
A third crooks all her finger-joints together, 

A fourth rips up her laces and her bows. 

While all by turns keep trampling on her toes. 
And, when she gasps for breath, they pour in plump 

A sudden drench that down her thorax goes, 
As if in fetching her — some wits so jump- 
She must be fetch'd with v/ater like a pump ! 

No wonder that thus drench'd, and wrench'd, and gall'd, 

As soon as possible, from^ syncope's fetter 
Her senses had the sense to be recall'd, 

" I'm better — that will do — indeed I'm better," 

She cried to each importunate besetter ; 
Meanwhile, escaping from the stir and smother. 

The prudent parent seized the lover's letter, 
(Daughters should have no secrets with a Mother) 
And read it thro' from one end to the other. 
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From first to last, she never skipp'd a word— - 
For young Lorenzo of all youths was one 

So wise, so good, so moral she averr'd, 
So clever, quite above the common run — 
She made him sit by her, and call'd him son, 

No matrimonial suit, e'en Duke's or Earl's, 
So flatter'd her maternal feelings — none ! 

For mothers always think young men are pearls 

Who come and throw themselves before their girls. 

And now, at warning signal from her finger, 
The servants most reluctantly withdrew, 

But list'ning on the stairs contrived to linger; 
For Ellen, gazing round with eyes of blue. 
At last the features of her parent knew, 

And summoning her breath and vocal pow'rs, 
"Oh, mother! " she exclaimed — "Oh, is it true — 

Our dear Lorenzo " — the dear name drew show'rs — 

" Ows," cried the mother, "pray don't call him ours, 

" I never liked him, never, in my days ! " 

[ " Oh yes— you did " — said Ellen with a sol;),] 

" There always ivas a something in his ways — " 
["So sweet — so kind," said Ellen, with a throb,] 
" His very face was what I call a snob. 

And, spite of West-end coats and pantaloons, 
He had a sort of air of the swell mob; 

I'm sure when he has come of afternoons 

To tea, I've often thought — I'll watch my spoons!" 

*'The spoons!" cried Ellen, almost with a scream, 
" Oh cruel — false as cruel — and unjust ! 

He that once stood so high in your esteem ! " 
" He ! " cried the dam^e, grimacing her disgust, 
" I like him ! — yes — as any body must 

An infidel that scoffs at God and Devil : 
Didn't he bring you Bonaparty's bust 1 

Lord ! when he calls I hardly can be civil — 

My favourite was always Mr. Neville. 
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" Lorenzo 1 — I should like, of earthly things, 

To see him hanging forty cuhits high ; 
Doesn't he write like Captain Rocks and Swings ? 

Nay, in this very letter bid you try 

To make yourself particular, and tie 
A tail on — a prodigious tail ! — Oh, daughter ! 

And don't he ask you down his area — fie ! 
And recommend to cut your being shorter, 
With brick-bats round your neck in ponds of water 1" 

Alas ! to think how readers thus may vary 

A writer's sense ! — What mortal would have thought 
Lorenzo's hint about Professors Airy 

And Pond to such a likeness could l>e brought ! 

Who would have dreamt the simple way he taught 
To make a comet of poor Ellen's moon, 

Could furnish forth an image so distraught, 
As Ellen, walking Regent Street at noon, 
Tail'd — like a fat Cape sheep, or a racoon 1 

And yet, whate'er absurdity the brains 

May hatch, it ne'er wants wet-nurses to suckle it : 
Or dry ones, like a hen, to take the pains 

To lead the nudity abroad, and chuckle it ; 

No whim so stupid but some fool will buckle it 
To jingle bell-like on his empty head. 

No mental mud — but some will knead and knuckle it, 
And fancy they are making fancy-bread ;— • 
No ass has written, but some ass has read. 

No dolts could lead if others did not follow em, 

No Hahnemann could give decillionth drops, 
If any man could not be got to swallow 'em ; 

But folly never comes to such full stops. 

As soon, then, as the Mother made such swaps 
Of all Lorenzo's meanings, heads and tails. 

The father seized upon her malaprops — • 
" My girl down areas — of a night ! 'Ods nails ! 
I'll stick the scoundrel on his area-rails ! 



Hosted by 



Google 



188 HOOD'S OWN. 

" I will ! — as sure as I was christen'd John ! 

A girl — well Loru — and bred, — and school'd at Ditton — 
Accomplish'd — handsome — with a tail stuck on ! 

And chuck'd — Zounds ! — chuck'd in horseponds like a kitten 

I wish I had been by when that was written !" — 
And doubling to a fist each ample hand, 

The empty air he boxed with, a-la-Bitton, 
As if in training for a fight, long plann'd, 
With Nobody — for love — at No Man's Land. 

" I'll pond — I'll tail him !" — In a voice of thunder 

He recommenced his fury and his fuss, 
Loud, open-mo uth'd, and wedded to his blunder, 

Like one of those great guns that end in buss. 

" I'll teach him to write ponds and tails to us !" 
But while so menacing this-that-and-t'others, 

His wife broke in with certain truths, as thus : 
" Men are not women — fathers can't be mothers, — 
Females arc females" — and a few such others. 

So saying, with rough nudges, willy-nilly, 

She hustled him outside the chamber-door, 
Looking, it must be owned, a little silly ; 

And then she did as the Carinthian boor 

Serves (Goldsmith says) the traveller that's poor . 
Id est) she shut him in the outer space, 

With just as much apology — no more — 
As Boreas would present in such a case, 
For slamming the street door right in your face. 

And now, the secrets of the sex thus kept. 

What passed in that important tete-a-tete 
'Twixt dam and daughter, nobody except 

Paul Pry, or his Twin Brother, could narrate — ■ 

So turn we to Lorenzo, left of late. 
In front of Mrs. Snelling's sugar'd snacks. 

In such a very waspish stinging sta,te— 
But now at the Old Dragon, stretched on racks, 
Fretting, and biting down his nails to tacks | 
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Because that new fast four-inside — the Comet, 

Instead of keeping its appointed time. 
Had deviated some few minutes from it, 

A thing with all astronomers a crime, 

And he had studied in that lore sublime ; 
Nor did his heat get any less or shorter 

For pouring upon passion's unslaked lime 
A well-grown glass of Cogniac and water, 
Mix'd stiff as starch by the Old Dragon's daughter. 

At length, " Fair Ellen" sounding with a flourish, 
The Comet came all bright, bran new, and smart ; 

Meanwhile the melody conspired to nourish 
The hasty spirit in Lorenzo's heart, 
And soon upon the roof he " topped his part," 

Which never had a more impatient man on, 
Wishing devoutly that the steeds would start 

Like lightning greased, — or, as at Ballyshannon 

Sublimed, " greased lightniDg shot oiit of a cannon !" 

For, ever since the letter left his hand, 

His mind had been in vacillating motion, 
Dodge-dodging like a fluster'd crab on land, 

That cannot ask its way, and has no notion 

If right or left leads to the German Ocean — 
Hatred and Love by turns enjoy'd monopolies, 

Till, like a Doctor following his own potion, 
Before a learned pig could spell Acropolis, 
He went and booked himself for our metropolis. 

" Oh, for a horse," or rather four, — " with wings !" 

For so he put the wish into the plural — 
No relish he retained for country things, 

He could not join felicity with rural, 

His thoughts were all with London and the mural, 
Where architects — not paupers — heap and pile stones ; 

Or with the horses' muscles, called the crural, 
How fast they could macadamize the milestones 
Which pass'd as tediously as gall or bile stones. 
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Nor cared he more about the promised crops, 
If oats were looking up, or wheat was laid, 

For flies in turnips, or a blight in hops, 
Or how the barley prosper'd or decay'd; 
In short, no items of the farming trade, 




*'lord, johNs here's a burrow!'* 

Peas, beans, tares, 'taters, could his mind beguile ; 

Nor did he answer to the servant maid, 
That always asked at every other mile, 
"Where do we change, SirV with her sweetest smile. 

.f: .-i^ * Hi .^ -^ * 

"I wonder if her moon is full to-night!" 

He mutter'd, jealous as a Spanish Don, 
When, lo ! — to aggravate that inward spite, 

In glancing at a board he spied thereon 

A pLay-bill for dramatic folks to con, 
In letters such as those may read, who run, 

" ' KING JOHN '—oh yes— I recollect King John ! 
* My Lord, they say five moons ^—Jive moons ! — well done I 
I wonder Ellen was content with one ! 



Hosted by 



Google 



LOVE AND LUNACY. 191 

*'Five moons — ail full..! — and all at once in heav'n! 

She should have lived in that prolific reign !" 
Here he arrived in front of number seven, 

Th' abode of all his joy and all his pain ; 

A sudden trGinor shot through every vein. 
He Vvdsh'd he'd come np by the heavy waggon. 

And felt an impulse to turn back again. 
Oh, that he ne'er had quitted the Old Dragon 1 
Then came a sort of longing for a flagon. 

His tongue and pahite seem'd so parch'd with drouth,-— 

The yery knocker fiU'd his soul with dread. 
As if it had a Uving lion's mouth, 

With teeth so terrible, and tongue so red, 

In which he had engaged to put his head. 
The bell-pull turn'd his courage into vapour, 

As though 't would causQ a shower-bath to shed 
Its thousand shocks, to make him sigh and caper — 
He look'd askance, and did not like the scraper. 

" What business have I here? (he thought) a dunce 

A hopeless passion thus to fan and foster, 
Instead of putting out its wick at once ; 

She's gone — it's very evident I've lost her, — 

And to the wanton wind I should have toss'd her — 
Pish! I will leave her with her moon, at ease, 

To toast and eat it, like a single Gloster, 
Or cram some fool with it, as good green cheese, 
Or make a honey-moon, if so she please. 

"Yes — here I leave her," and as thus he spoke. 

He plied the knocker with such needless force, 
It almost split the panel of sound oak ; 

x\nd then he went as wildly through a course 

Of ringing, tilt he made aprubt divorce 
Between the bell and its dumbfounded handle, 

Whilst up ran Betty, out of breath and hoarse, 
And thrust into his face her blown-out candle, 
To recoo;'nise the author of such scandal. 
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Who, presto ! cloak, and carpet-bag to boot, 

Went stumbling, rumbling, up the dark one pair, 

With other noise than his whose " very foot 
Had music in't as he came up the stair :" 
And then with no more manners than a bear, 

His hat upon his head, no matter how. 
No modest tap his presence to declare, 

He bolted in a room, without a bow. 

And there sat Ellen, with a marble brow 1 




"meet me by moonlight alone." 

Like fond Medora, watching at her window, 
Yet not of any Corsair bark in search — 

The jutting lodging-house of Mrs. Lindo, 

«The Cheapest House in Town" of Todd and Sturch, 
The private house of Reverend Doctor Birch, 

The public-house, closed nightly at eleven, 
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And then that house of prayer, the parish church, 
Some roofs, and chimneys, and a glimpse of heaven, 
Made up the whole look-out of Number Seven. 

Yet something in the prospect so absorbed her, 

She seemed quite drowned and dozing in a dream ; 
As if her own belov'd full moon still orb'd her, 

Lulling her fancy in some lunar scheme, 

With lost Lorenzo, may be, for its theme — 
Yet when Lorenzo touch'd her on the shoulder, 

She started up with an abortive scream. 
As if some midnight ghost, from regions colder, 
Had come within his bony arms to fold her. 

*' Lorenzo ! ''—" Wlen 1 "-—then came " Sir ! " and " Madam I" 

They tried to speak, but hammer'd at each word. 
As if it were a flint for great Mac Adam : 

Such broken English never else was heard, 

For like an aspen leaf each nerve vvas stirr'd, 
A chilly tremor thrill'd them through and through, 

Their efforts to be stiff were quite absurd, 
They shook like jellies made without a due 
And proper share of common joiner's glue. 

" Ellen ! Fm come-— to bid you — fare — -farewell " 

They thus began to fight their verbal duel ; 
"Since some more hap — hap — happy man must dwell — " 

" Alas—Loren — Lorenzo ! — cru — cru — cruel !" 

For so they split their words like grits for gruel. 
At last the Lover, as he long had plann'd, 

Drew out that once inestimable jewel, 
Her portrait, which was erst so fondly scann'd, 
And thrust poor Ellen's face into her band, 

"There — take it, Madam — -take it back, I crave, 
The face of one — ^but I must now forget her, 

Bestow it on whatever hapless slave 

Your art has last enticed into your fetter — 
And there are your epistles — there ! each letter ! 
9 
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I wish no record of your vow's infractions, 

Send them to South — or Children — you had better- 
They will be novelties — rare benefactions 
To shine in Philosophical Transactions! 

" Take them — pray take them — I resign them quite ! 

And there's the glove you gave me leave to steal— 
And there's the handkerchief, so pure and white 

Once sanctified by tears, when Miss O'Neil— 

But no— you did not — cannot — do not feel 
A Juliet's faith, that time could only harden ! 

Fool that I was, in my mistaken zeal ! 
I should have led you,— by your leave and pardon- 
To Hartley's Orrery, not Co vent Garden ! 

" And here's the birth-day ring — nor man nor devii 
Should once have torn it from my living hand, 

Perchance 'twill look as well on Mr. Neville ; 
And that — and that is all— and now I stand 
Absolved of each dissever'd tie and band — 

And so, farewell, till Time's eternal sickle 
Shall reap our lives ; in this, or foreign land, 

Some other may be found for trnth to stickle, 

Almost as fair — and not sO fiilse and fickle !" 

And there he ceased : as truly it was time, 
For of the various themes that left his mouth, 

One half surpass'd her intellectual climb : 

She knew no more than the old Hill of Howth 
About that " Children of a larger growth," 

Who notes proceedings of the F. R. S.'s ; 

Kit North was just as strange to her as South, 

Except the south the weathercock expresses, 

Nay, Bartley's Orrery defied her guesses. 

Howbeit some notion of his jealous drift 
She gather'd from the simple outward fact, 

That her own lap contained each slighted gift ; 
Though quite unconscious of his cause to act 
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So like Othello, with his face unblack'd ; 
" Alas !" she sobbed, "your cruel course I see, 

These faded charms no longer can attract; 
Your fancy palls, and you would wander free, 
And lay your own apostacy on me ! 

" I false ! — unjust Lorenzo ! — and to you ! 

Oh, all ye holy gospels that incline 
The soul to truth, bear witness I am true ! 

By all that lives, of earthly or divine — 

So long as this poor throbbing heart is mine — 
J false ! — the world shall change its course as soon ! 

True as the streamlet to the stars that shine- 
True as the dial to the sun at noon, 
True as the tide to ' yonder blessed moon' !" 




ST. BLAISE 



And as she spoke, she pointed through the window, 
Somewhere above the houses' distant tops, 

Betwixt the chimmey-pots of Mrs. Lindo, 
And Todd and Sturch's cheapest of all shops 
For ribbons, laces, muslins, silks, and fops ;— ■ 

Meanwhile, as she upraised her face so Grecian, 
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And eyes suffused with scintillating drops, 
Lorenzo looked, too, o'er the blinds Venetian, 
To see the sphere so troubled with repletion. 

" The Moon 1" he cried, and an electric spasm 

Seem'd all at once his features to distort, 
And fix'd his mouth, a dumb and gaping chasm — 
His faculties benumb'd and all amort — 
At last his voice came, of most shrilly sort, 
Just like a sea-gull's wheeling round a rock — 

" Speak ! — Ellen ! — is your sight indeed so short 
The Moon ! — Brute ! savage that I am, and block 1 
The Moon ! (O, ye Romantics, what a shock 1) 
Whv that's the new Illuminated Clock !'* 
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AN ASTRONOMICAL ANECDOTE, 



'* I cannot fill up a blank better than with a short history of this self-same Starling" 

Sterne's Sentimental Journey 



Amongst professors of astronomy, 
Adepts in the celestial economy, 

The name of Herschel's very often cited ; 
And justly so, for he is hand and glove 
With ev'ry bright intelligence above ; 
Indeed, it was his custom so to stop, 
Watching the stars upon the house's top, 

That once upon a time he got be-knighted. 

In his observatory thus coquettiDg 

With Venus — or with Juno gone astray, • 
All sublunary matters quite forgetting 
In his flirtations with the winking stars, 
Acting the spy — it might be upon Mars — 

A new Andre ; 
Or I'ko a Tom of Coventry, sly peeping, 
At Dian sleeping ; 
Or ogling thro' his glass 
Some heavenly lass 
Tripping with pails along the Milky Way ; 
Or looking at that Wain of Charles the Martyr'^ :- 

Thus he was sitting, watchman of the sky, 
When lo ! a something with a tail of flame 
Made him exclaim, 
*' My stars !" — he always puts that stress on my- 
" My stars and garters ! 
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" A comet, sure as I'm alive ! 
A noble one as I should wish to viev/ ; 
It can't be Halley's though, that is not due 

Till eighteen thirty-five. 
Magnificent ! how fine his fiery trail I 
Zounds ! 'tis a pit}^ though he comes unsought- 
Unask'd — unreckon'd— in no human thought — ■ 
He ought— he ought — he ought 
To have been caught 
With scientific salt upon his tail !" 




*' POSSE COJIETA.TIS.'' 

" I look'd no more for it, I do declare, 
Than the Great Bear I 

As sure as Tycho Brahe is dead, 
It really enter'd in my head 
No more than Berenice's Hair 1" 
Thus musing, Heaven's Grand Inquisitor 
Sat gazing on the uninvited visiter 
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Till John, the serving-man, came to the upper 
Regions, with " Please your Honour, come to supper." 

" Supper ! good John, to-night I shall not sup 
Except on that phenomenon — look up 1 " 
" Not sup!" cried John, thinking with consternation 
That supping on a star must be s/f^rvation, 

Or ev'n to batten 
On Ignes Fatui would never fatten. 
His visage seem'd to say,— that very odd is, — - 
But still his ma,ster the same tune ran on, 
" I can't come down,— go to the parlour, John, 
And say I'm supping with the heavenly bodies." 

"The heavenly bodies!" eclloed John, "Ahem!" 

His mind still full of femishing alarm.s, 

" 'Zooks, if your Honour sups with ilieviy 

In helping, somebody must make long arms !" 

He thought his master's stomach was in danger, 

But still in the same tone replied the Knight, 

"Go down, John, go, I have no appetite, 
Say I'm engaged with a celestial stranger." — • 
Quoth John, not much au fait in such affiiirs, 
" Wouldn't the stranger take a bit down stairs 1 " 

'• No," said the master, smiling, and no wonder, 

At such a blunder, 
" The stranger is not quite the thing you think, 
He wants no meat or drink, 
And jne may doubt quite reasonably whether 

He has a mouth, 
Seeing his head and tail are join'd together, 
Behold him, — there he is, John, in the South." 

John look'd up with his portentous eyes. 
Each rolling like a marble in its socket, 
At last the fiery tad-pole spies, 
And, full of Vauxhall reminiscence, cries, 
"A rare good rocket!" 
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" A what ! A rocket, John ! Frir from it !. 

What you behold, John, is a comet; 
One of those most eccentric things 

That in all ages 

Have puzzled sages 

And frighten'd kings ; 
With fear of change that flaming meteor, John, 
Perplexes sovereigns, t]n*oughout its range"— 

" Do he ? " cried John ; 

" Well, Jet hioi flare on, 
/haven't got no sovereigns to change 1" 




T n K U A R V K a T M O O H „ 
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CONSIDERED PER SE. 



" A man whom both the watei's and the wind, in that vast tennis-court, have made 
the ball for them to play upon, entreats you pity him." — Pericles. 



It was during a voyage to Margate, many summers ago — 
before steam was — that the little episode occurred Avhich I am 
going to relate, by way of text, to some observations on the 
ocean. 

The importance of the Mariner's Compass to the sailor is as 
well known universally as the utility of the little one-eyed instru- 
ment, for Avhich Whitechapel is so famous, to the tailor : but its 
mode of action, and the manner of its application, must be far 
less generally understood. Whether the plougher of the deep 
mends his checked shirts with the Needle, or sews the canvas 
into sails w^ith it, or uses it, after a battle, to extract the splinters 
from his hard tarry hand, are speculations likely enough to be 
entertained by the plougher of the land ; at least by those clod- 
compelling turnei's of the furrovrs, mid-country born and bred, 
who, despite of their predilection for such naval ballads as Tom 
Bowling and Jack Junk, have never set their simple eyes on ship 
or sailor, or the sea which they subdue. To many Londoners 
even, who jostle the tar in the streets, and behold tier after tier 
of masted vessels from their lower Bridge, — who have perchance 
stood and stared at the Compass itself in some shop-window of 
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Leadenliall, or the still more maritime Minories, the Card with its 
Card-mR\ Points, is an iindeciphered hieroglyphic. It did not 
violently sm-prise me, therefore, to see a simple-looking creature 
. of this latter class go and take a long wondering look into the 
binnacle, like a child peeping at the tortoise in an Italian's show- 
box ; and doubtless, to his callow apprehension, the veering Guide 
was as much a thing of life and instinct as the outlandish reptile 
to the urchin. It was not until after a tedious poring at it — 
long enough, if there were any truth in animal magnetism, for 
the Needle and the Man to liave understood one another by 
mutual sympathy — that the wonderer made up to the steersman, 
and begged for an elucidation of the marine mystery. Fortu- 
naiebf for the querist, the helmsman, along with all the charac- 
teristic good-nature of his fraternity, had none of the coyness, as 
to the secrets of the craft, with which the ripe sailor is apt to 
treat the raw voyager ; perhaps not without cause. The nautical 
truths, masonic, may deserve to be obtained by degrees of proba- 
tion : in the present case the unreserved communication of occult 
knowledge led to anything but a satisfactory result. No one 
could take more pains — call them pleasures rather — than the 
honest man at the wheel, to explain the use and properties of 
the Compass : he boxed it again and again for the benefit of the 
gaping neophyte ; a benevolent smile, and the twinkling of his 
blue eyes, declaring that he felt amply repaid by the supposed 
proficiency of his pupil, — when, all of a sudden, his well-earned 
pride was dashed to the deck by the pupil's turning away on his 
heel, with a hunch of his shoulders, a blank look, and a dissatis- 
fied grunt, exclaiming,— 

" "Well, arter all, I don't see how the turning round of that 'ere 
little needle can move about the rudder 1" 
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I should have been no Christian man, but a brute beast, had 1 
not sympathized with the feelings of the steersman. Contempt 
took the lead. All " the 'dismal hiss of universal scorn," ascribed 
to Milton's devils, seemed condensed into his whistle. Kext 
came Resentment, wishing back the Cockney-Tailor to his shop- 
board, sitting on his own needle — and then came Pity, inducing 
the milder reflection, 

" I wonder^ the poor gentleman's friends allows him to go 
about by himself !" 

I doubt whether the force of contempt and pity could further 
go: and yet — to confess a truth — shall I? — dare I? — say, that 
to the intense sea-ignorance which incurred the scorn, anger, and 
compassion of our Pahnurus, I look back with Envy ? 

Methinks, every Brltisb Heart of Oak recoils, and every British 
head of the same material shakes itself, at such an avowal! 
Every lip that ever helped to chorus Rule Britannia, curls itself 
up— noses which never sniffed sea-weed tacitly snub me, — eyes 
which never glimpsed the ocean avert themselves in disgust. I 
am bespattered with salt-water oaths and tobacco-juice. The 
Thames Yacht Clubs, on the strength of having learned to bel- 
low " Elm a-lee 1" — " Ard-hup 1" and " Gist away !" agree to run 
me down. The very clerks of the I^Tavy Pay Office propose to 
seize me up to the dingy fresh-w^ater ISTeptune in their fore-court. 
Captain Basil Hall swears on his best anchor-button, to keel-haul 
me daily, for six months, in " the element which never tires." 
The last of the Dibdins asks for my card. Campbell flares up 
with the "Meteor Flag of England," and vows to knock me 
down with its staff ; — nay, our Sailor King '-'' himself repudiates 
me, as a subject, for not relishing his High Seas I 

* Written in tlie time of William IV., wlio had been in the JSTavy 
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It can't be helped. Yv^lien one is confessing, there is no place 
under the snn hke the Ocean for " making a clean breast of it :" 
—and am not I here vstaggering and tumbhng — soberly \h])^j — 
aboard a lubberly Dutch-built hull, becalmed in a heavy swell- 
dreaming, when I can sleep, that I am a barrel-chir-n, revolving 
wdth my inside full of half- turned cream or incipient butter ; — 
and finding, when I awaXie, that dreams do not go so altogether 
by contraries ? 

If this perpetual motion hold, the cargo of cheeses we shipped 
at Dordrecht, flat as single Glo'sters, will be delivered in London 
spherical as bowls ! The Jung Yrouw herself, before she reaches 
the ISTore, will be a washing-tub 1 I have doubts whether the 
salt beef, produced at this day's luucheon, was, originally, a round. 
The leathern conveniency that I brought aboard, a. fair and 
square trunk, is already almost a jiortraanteau ;— and, what is 
worse, every several morsel I have swallow^ed this blessed day 
without bliss, seems rolling Itself into a bolus or a pill, — whethe) 
of opium or ipecacuanha, I leave you to divine. If the calm 
should continue, I may become — who knows ? — a Ball myself — a 
Master Biffin ! E^'ery half-houi-, on feeling my knees and elbow^s, 
I find joints by this friction losing some of their asperities, and 
gettmg obtuser. A little more, and I shan't have a good point 
about me ! 

Is such as this a f^eason to be squeaini:4.)!y retentive in deliver- 
ing one's sentiments '? Or, rather, is not open candour inevitable ; 
seeing that you cannot have any reserve even with the merest 
stranger ? It is impossible to keep your feehngs to yourself. In 
spite, then, of Britannia, the Yacht Club, the Navy Pay,— of 
Dibdin, Campbell, and Basil Hall, — of the Lords of the Admi- 
ralty, with Portsmouth, Devonport, and (Josport, to boot — in spite 
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of the Royal William, nay, in spite of my veiy self, the truth will 
out ! — not sneaking out, or stepping out, or backing out, but bolting 
out, in a plain unequivocal straightforward style. I do eviiy the 
simple man, with his sheer ignorance about rudders and compasses. 
I do detest and abominate the ccean— or to phrase it more mildly 
— the sea and I cannot agree Avith each other — there is sure 
to be falling out between us — we can never be bosom friends. 
The Marine Society must despise me for it ; my Elder Brethren 
of the Trinity House vfill long to dispose of me as Joseph was 
made aivay ivith by his elder brethren ; Boatswain Smith will 
preach, write Tracts and distribute them, against me : the 
Greenwich Pensioners Y,'iJl bind themselves by a round robin to 
■kick me with their knottiest legs ; Long Tom Coffin himself will 
be for fetching me, with a shroud in one hand, and a dead-light 
in the other ; but I cannot eat my words. 




S E E - S A. W , 



It is no time, when you cannot keep your legs, to "stand 
bandying compliments with your sovereign," that is, li^eptune. 
If he were present at this moment, in this^ cabin, I would tell 
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liim, from this my seat on its floor, that he might very mueh 
improve his paternal estate, to wit, by levelhng, and stiH more by 
draining it. 

I would flatly say to him, lying flat on my face as it now hap- 
pens, that a few httle gravel walks, merely across and across it, 
would be of rare advantage both for show and use. For 'tis a 
sorry pleasure-garden that is all flsh-pond ; and, finally, I would 
broadly hint to him, from the broad of my back, as I am at this 

present But this is bullying Taurus behind his back. 

There is no sea-god present, only the Sldpper. How he skips in 
such weather, give him his pick of all the ropes in the ship, is a 
miracle I would fain see ere I believe in it. For my own part 
I cannot even step deliberately over a thread. Perhaps, without 
going too curiously into the Doctrine of Predestination, as re- 
gards the .soul, it may hold good as concerns the body. Un- 
doubtedly there be some men bom to sit fast upon horses ; others 
to fall off therefrom as if they had soaped saddles. Some to 
slide and skate upon the ice ; others only to slip, straddle, and 
sprawl upon it. Some to v/alk, or at least waddle, on ships' 
decks ; others to flop, flounder, v/allow, and grovel thereon. That 
is ray destiny. None can be m.ore safe on the Serpentine^ or sure 
in the saddle ; — \ lit Fate, long before my great-great-great-gi-and- 
falher was put to his feet, forbade me sea-legs. An average 
pedestrian on land, on the caulked plank I am a born cripple, 
hopeless of cure. Put me apprentice to the Goodwin, or the 
Dudgeon Light, at the end of my term you shall find me as un- 
safe on my soles as when I first paid my footing. Even now 
whilst Hans Vandergroot and his crew are comfortably prome- 
nading, I rock and totter, balancing one end against the other, 
like a great rickety babe, until, after some posturing and scram- 
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bling, I trip ii}0 on notliing, and fall flat on everything. An 
earthquake in London, when its streets are what is called greasy, 
conid not more puzzle my centre of gravity ; if, indeed, I was 
not born a mathematical monster, devoid of that material point! 

By way of a cUncher, Fate, who never does things by halves, 
whilst foredooming me incapable of standing my ground at sea, 
has also denied me the power of setthng it. A camp-stool is sine 
to decamp with me ; a chair, as if it stood on Siberian ice, sud- 
denly throws itself on its back, and behold me in an extempore 
sledge 1 Barrels roll from under me ; coils of rope shuffle me 
off. Even on the plain bare hard deck, or cabin floor, I throw 
demi-summersets, as if I had been returned to Parliament to 
I'epresent the Antipodes by sitting on the back of my head. 

To complete the Sea Curse, — there are three Fates, and each 
had a boon for me at my birth — it was ordained that, like the 
great NelsoD, I should never sail from fresh water into salt, with- 
out knowing it by a general rising and commotion, w^hich might 
be called figuratively, a Mutiny at the ISTore. 

Like the standing and sitting infirmity, it is incurable. On my 
voyage outwards I tried every popular recipe ; the hard ones first, 
to wit, raw carrots, raw onions, sailors' biscuit with Dutch cheese, 
hard-boiled Qgg^i hard dumplings, raw stockfish. Next the easy 
ones : namely, cream cheese, Welsh rabbits, maccaroni, very 
hasty pudding, and insupportable soup. Then the neutrals : such 
as chewed blotting-paper, dry oatmeal, pounded egg-shells, scraped 
chalk, and unbaked dough. 

To wash these down, I took, by prescription, tea without milk, 
coffee without sugar, bark without wine, water without brandy , 
and these formnlse all failing, I then tried them, as witches pray, 
backwards ; brandy without water, wine without bark, and so 
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fortli. The experimental combinations followed ; rum and milk, 
and mustard ; eggs and wine, and camomile tea ; gin and beer, 
and vinegar ; sea- water and salad-oil, mulled, with sugar and nut- 
meg. Of which last, I drank by advice most prodigiously, tho 
Doctors of the Marine College dispensing always on the Homoeo- 
pathic principle, that a large dose of anything, whereof a httle 
would set you wTong on the land, will set you right on the sea. 

I need hardly say that, with my predisposed fiecessitaricm 
viscera, all these infallible remedies failed of any effect, except to 
aggravate my case. ISTothing short of liquid lead, maybe, or po- 
table plaster of Paris would have proved a settler. 

Happy the nian who hath never been driven in his despair to 
test, detest, invoke, evoke, swallow, and uns wallow, such drugs 
and draughts of the naval Pharmacopoeia ! Thrice happy civio 
simpleton who hath never learned how the rudder revolveth, at 
the risk of tiirnmg round himself. 

Vandergroot is visibly in course of transformation. At OYOiYy 
visit to the cabin he looks more and more like a dutch-pin. He 
talks to me roundly, and gets blunter and blunter ! The last 
time I felt, I had no small to my back. If I may guess at my 
own figure, it is now about an oval. I must look like one of 
Leda's babies, just emerged, with their insignificant buds of legs 
and arms, from the Qgg\ From iin oval to a circle is but a step. 
Heaven help me when I get landed, round and sound, as they 
say of cherries 1 How shall I get home — how get up — (there 
will be a short way down) — mine own stairs ? How shall I sit ? 
Instead of my old hbrary chair, I must borrow its three-legged 
stool of the terrestial globe. 

Either my head swims, or the cabin is getting circular! I 
shall roll about in it like a bolus in its box ! If I am not merely 
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giddy, I am already as splierical as tlie earth ;— a little flatted, or 
so, that is, towards the poles. What a horrible rough calm 1 I 
will down on my knees, if I have knees, and ^vith clasped hands, 
if hands remain to me, pray, beg, and supplicate for a dismal 
storm to batter me into shape again, though it be but nine- 
bobble-square I 

I get more and more candid and communicative every moment. 
I can keep nothing to myself: you shall have my whole heart. 
I abhor, loathe, execrate, the sea ! If I could throw up my hat, 
my cry w^ould be " Land for ever ! " A fico for Tom Tough ! 
Dowm -with Duncan, How^e, and Jervis ! I'To Dibdin ! 

If ever I get ashore, able to chalk upon a wal], you shall read 
— Ask for Stoke Pogis 1 Try Lupton Parva ! If ever I get to a 
dry desk again, to write verse upon, — and the poetry of the ocean 
is all on the land, its prose only upon the sea, — you shall have a 
rare new melody, published by Power, to some such strain as this :- — 

The sea! the D ! 

The terrible horrible sea ! 

The stormy, tumbhng, 

Qualmy-jumbling, 
•Spirit-humbling', 

Shingle-stumbling, 

Sea- weed-fumbling, 

Wearing, crumbling, 

Mischief-mumbling, 

Growling, grumbling. 
Like thunder far off rumbling — — 

That last line halteth in its feet, as well it may, when the poet 
cannot keep his legs. Oh ! it is w^ell for Cornwall, born perchance 
*' with one foot on sea and one foot on shore " at the Land's End, 
— I have seen a picture of it by Turner, a bare bleak rocky pro- 
montory, with some nineteen gulls and cormorants sitting thereon, 
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each with its tail turned contemptuously towards the barren 
granite, feldspar, and like sordid soils which there represent land. 
— It is well enough for him to chaunt laudations of the briny 
element, and cry up those amphibia, his first cousins almost, the 
ISTereids and Tritons. Or it may become those others, born in a 
berth, and christened in brine, wdth IN eptune for sponsor, to sing 
slightingly of the dry ground, on which they cannot claim even a 
parish. But my nativity was otherwise cast — I am a grass lamb, 
yeaned on the green sward — oh sweet sweet sweet Cropton-le- 
Moor, down in dear dear Yfiltshire ! 

That pastoral reminiscence hath made me worse. It has given 
me an appetite — for acres. Metbinks I yearn and long and 
crave for nice clay, dehcious mould, and crisp pebbles, in a pa- 
roxysm of that strange bulimy that attacks tbe African Dirt Eater. 
Something of I^ebuchadnezzar's grazing propensity comes along 
with it. Gracious Heaven ! can it be possible that, after having 
been battered and shaken out of ah shape, — a mere mass of living 
flesh, like the unlicked ursine cub, — this same Circean Jung 
Yrouw has taken it into her figure-head to beat, bang, bump, and 
rumbledy-thump me into another form, a horse, a ram, or a 
brindled bull 1 

Thrice brute and beast-hyjena! Y/ere-wolf! Dragon! horned 
Devil ! that thou w^ast, my Land-steward, Peter Stuckey ! after 
counselling me before th}^ last audit to abate mj rents, to volun- 
teer to reduce them thyself by absconding, across sea, with the 
whole receipt! Thrice Soland goose, booby, noddy, sea-calf, 
land-donkey, and loggerhead turtle was I, thus impoverished, in- 
stead of economising, to pursue thee on an element where I can- 
not control my out-goings ! 

Bonner and Blitzen ! what a crash ! my rash prayer was 
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heard : there is a storm coming — as tlie Powers proposed to 
storm Angiers in King John's days — from all the four quarters 
at once ! I must needs turn in : hut how vilely this hed is made 
with the foot two yards higher than the head ! ISTo, the head is 
highest — perpendicular. I designed to lie down, and here I am 
standing bolt erect on my heels — no, on my head. It m.ust be 
getting cold : the very trunks, stools and tables are making a 
move towards the stove — nay, now we are in some sudden peril, 
for they are all doing their best to rush up the cabin-stair. Whew 
— that sea last shipped must needs have put all the Dutchmen's 
pipes out. Another pkmge ; and a flood of brine soaks me 
through, shirt, sheet, and blankets. There is no washing .put out 
here, I perceive ; 'tis all done at home. What a complex, chaotic 
motion, — the ship tosses and flings like a wild desert-born horse^ 
that is trying to rear, kick up behind, turn round and round, and 
roll on his back at one and the same moment. This is no Dutch 
ship, but a Dutch fair — with the drums, gongs, speaking-trumpets, 
and other discords, all braying together ; and I am on the rock- 
ing-horse, the round-about, in the up-and-down, and each of the 
swings, all at once ! Another crash ! The Jung Vrouvf is be- 
reaved of her little one, alias the long-boat. How kind of Yander- 
groot to comae down to tell me of it, direct, through the sky-light, 
instead of going round by the stair 1 How kind of that table, 
lying on its back, to catch him in its legs ! Angels of grace be 
near us ! He tells me, as he sways up and dov/n, partly in High, 
partly in Low Dutch, that the Jung Yrouw herself is washed 
over-board ! But no — I misconstrued him. 'Tis only her grertt 
ruddy staring figure-head — which the blundering Holland ship- 
wrights had stuck astern, on the crown of the tiller — that is gone 
adrift. Oh how I wish from my soul of souls that I could see 
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the Commodore of tlie Thames Yachts now pulling, within hail, 
in the Weniis ! Or, the last Dibdin taking a chair — or the chair 
taldng him — in this cabin ! Or, Campbell essaying to Y/rite 
<lown a new sea-song on yon topsy-turvy table 1 And oh ! to 
behold the author of " The deep deep Sea" sitting on the poop, 
singing to that floating Young Woman's head and bust, taken by 
mistake for a mermaid's ! 

Another shout. Pieter Petersoon, m heaving the lead, hath 
chucked himself in along with it ! I do not w^onder ; he heaveth 
after my own fashion, by wholesale. Have I not within the last 
two hours rejected, discharged, and utterly cast from me in dis- 
gust, the whole ocean, nay all the oceans, German, Atlantic, Pa- 
cific — the Arctic last, its solid calms, the next best things to Terra 
Firma, not so' violently disagreeing with me as the rest. And do 
I not know and feel that I am now about to give up iSTeptune, 
trident and all, Vv'ilh the whole salt-water mythology ? I war- 
rant, ere ten minutes do come, there shall not remain within me 
so much as a syren's mirror, or her tortoise-shell comb : — not one 
solitary Triton will be left on my stomach. Some unsavoury 
odour about the cabin — marvellously like the smell of oil paint — • 
hath just given me a new turn, by conjuring ujd all the nauseous 
pictures of marine allegories, which, even on' steady dry land, 
used to stir and provoke my spleen. 

Oh 1 that they were all here, President, R.. A., and A. K. A., 
in a string, climbing after me up this perilous slippery stair, to 
the more perilous slippery deck, there to crawl on all-fours to the 
ship's side, and clinging like cats or monkeys to the quarter- 
boards, take a trembling peep at what Yandergroot calls " den 
wild zee !" What an awful sight ! The tempest- tost sky is as 
troubled as the ocean : whilst betwixt the jagged base of the low 
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black cloud, and the still jaggeder crest of the sea, the red 
angry hgh tiling restlessly darts to and fro, as if in search of 
whatever presuming mortal dares fare between them ! Oh tell 
me, Mister Ellas Martin — if you a'nt dead — is the tossing ci'est 
of yonder mad black billow, that comes racing after us, at all like 
the black worsted fjinge which your brethren are apt to hang on 
the necks of their marine Arabians ? But hush, yonder comes 
ISTeptune himself, in his state-coach — aye, hats oft — the wind 
hath taught ye jnanners. Lo ! yonder he stands, — Pshaw ! no, 
no, no, — Zounds ! you are all gaping at honest Hans Yander- 
groot. Look to starboard — to the left hand ! That's the gentle- 
man, without his castor, nor indeed overwell togged otherwise for 
w^et weather — with his beard lathered but not shaved — standing 
up in an oyster-shell drag, and attempting, like a Surry whip, as 
he is, to tool his team of bokickers with a potato-fork. Did yo-i 
ever see four such unbroke brutes as he hath to keep together 
— neither reined-up, nor down, nor indeed, any ribbons to hold 
at all — and as I w^ould have laid a pony to nothing, there they 
go, no pace at all, 'cause why ? they are just come to some in- 
visible sea obelisk, and each horse is for going down a I'oad of his 
own. Did you ever set eyes on such action ? No' stepping out 
— but ail pawing and prancing and putting their feet down again 
where they pick them up, like Ducrow's dancing stud ; as sure 
as 1 am a judge, they have all got the string-halt in their fore 
legs, because they can't have it in their hinder ones ! You may 
swear safely that they have four bad colds besides, — and look 
what a rabble of naked postilions are hanging on by their manes, 
because they ha\'e no saddles, and if tbey had, they ^^'ould never 
be able to sit in them with those salmon tails ! Between our- 
selves, Elias, 'tis no great shakes of a show ; the Lord Mayor's 
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pageant on the water beats it all to sticks ; and if you make a 
picture of it, you will be a fool for your pains. Yet have I seen 
paintings by first-rate hands as like to this same trumpery Sadler's 
Wells water spectacle — — 

Murder 1 inurder ! Help 1 help ! A surgeon and a shutter, 
if there be such comfortable things in this unneighbourly neigh- 
bourhood. "0 ! oh ! oh ! oh ! A¥oe is me ! I am not — I am 
now certain and sure I am not a Ball ! I have limbs and mem- 
bers 1 legs and arms ! like other people's, only they're broke ; and 
a very distinct back. My head ! Oh ! my head, my head ; there 
are nine lumps thereon, and there are nine cabin stairs ! 

The real Sea-King, in resentment, I suppose, of my untimely 
caricature of him and his state-coach, after spitting nine gallons 
of foam in my face, knocked me flat with a wave, and then kicl:- 
ed me down stairs ; and here I am again trying to anoint my 
bruises with trunks, and bind them up v/ith stools and tables, on 
the hard-hearted oak planks of the cabin-floor. Yet it is easier 
with me than I first feared. My legs are not broken, but merely 
bent. I am only bandy, and not lame for life ; but my sea-sick- 
ness is not cured. Am I likely to put up, better or worse, think 
you, with Neptune and his satellites, for this unhandsome usage ? 

The Jung Yrouw, meanwhile, is as giddy as ever, nay, worse 
ten times told. She hath taken a tinge of high-flying, deep- 
diving, German Romanticism into her wooden head, and is try- 
ing, plunge after plunge, to drown herself, and to make me com- 
mit wilful suicide along with her, Avhether I will or not. After 
that, there is no hope ; but oh ! yet oh, my Fates, let me die upon 
land. I have a horror of shipboard 1 The idea of severing all ties 
. in this cabin is trebly agonizing. Why, the very table is tied to 
the floor, the candlestick to the tal)le, the snuffers to the candle- 
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stick, the extinguisher to the snuffers ! Only the burning candle 
is unattached, and there — there it jumps into bed 1 ISTo raatter ; 
it could as soon set lire to the Thames. Another squall 1 




friend! dost thee call this the pacific?" 



How she groans, creahs, squeaks, strains, grinds, and squeezes, 
like a huge walnut in Neptune's crackers ! Accui'sed Jung 
Yrouw 1 thou wilt be the widowing of my poof dear old one ! 
Accursed Peter Stuckey, thou Avilt be the murdering- of my poor 
deaf old self ! 

I know not, for a surety, by reason that everything about me 
is quaking and shaking, but I suspect I am trembling like an 
aspen. It is imjiossible to hear, in the midst of this universal 
hubbub, but methinks, I am wailing and weeping aloud. But 
one may- as well make a manly exit. Like other men, in such 



Hosted by 



Google 



216 



HOOD'S OWN. 



sea extremities, I would faia betake me to tlie rum-cask ; but 
either Hans Vandergroot sails on Temperance principles, or I 
have looked in the wrong place. I will try a stave or two 
instead. 

" Full fathom five— " 

Alas I it will not go down. I am too much out of sorts for 
even the " delicate Ariel." It was one thing for Shakspeare, 
saihng, hugging the shore, never out of sight of land, on the safe 
serene coasts of Bohemia, to compose such a sea-song for the 
wood and canvas Tempests of the stage ; but it is another guess 
thing to hear it, as I do, howled through hoarse ship-ropes, by 




tkk'best bower anchor. 

Boreas himseit^ in a real storm. What comfort to me that every- 
thing about me sjiall suffer a sea-cliange ? — that my bones shall 
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hangs Diedrick Dumm-Kopf, liead downwards, like a split cod 
left there to dry, in tlie mam sbronds ! 

Oh ! that I were bound myself round and round all the ribs, 
from the top to the bottom, with good six- twist, lest even thus, 
in articuio mortis, I burst, spht my sides, and die with sxcess of 
langhter. The Skipper, honest Hans, with much difficulty, for 
he grievously mistrusts his breathing to the beating of the wave, 
opening his mouth when it comes, and seahng np his lips when 
it is gone, hath let me into the whole secret. Considering the 
wild sea, he saith, and that no man can tie himself so surely as 
another man can, to some more steadfast aubstance, they had 
been all fastened, at their own special wish and agreement, to 
such hold-fasts as pleased them best, by Diedrick Dumm-Kopf, 
who afterwards to provide for his safety, as he judged surest, in 
order that he might liberate them again Avhen the storm should 
be blown over. That accordingly, after first tying them all as 
securely as he was able, the said Diedrick betook himself to the 
main rigging, about half-way up, to which he lashed himself by 
the ankles, holding on likewise with his hands, and his great 
clasp-knife in his mouth. That the Jung Yrow driving before 
the wind and sea, they made shift, as they were, to navigate her 
pretty comfortably for some twenty minutes or thereby, when all 
of a sudden they saw Diedrick, being seized with a vertigo, let 
go his hold and drop into his present posture, from which he 
could never recover himself ; and it was that dismal sight which 
had extorted the universal outcry that I heard. 

I am sicker of the sea than ever ! Is the safety of a "Christian 
man's life, and soul maybe, of no more interest than to be 
gambled away by such a set of Dutch Bottoms with Asses' heads 
on their shoulders ? Oh ! that the worthy Chairman and all the 
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Underwriters of Lloyd's were here present on this deck — the 
mere sight of the Skipper's countenance there, with not so much 
meaning in it as a smoked pig's face, for that means to be eaten, 
woiikl scare them from all sea-risks for ever ! 

Thanks be to Heaven ! yonder's a sail. It makes straight 
towards ns — they come aboard. A Pilot ^ — well said 1 Oh, 
honest, good, dear Pilot, as you love a distressed poor country- 
man — as you understand the compass and how rudders are 
turned — if you know what a rope's end is, — take the biggest bit 
of a cable you can pick, and give yonder Dutch sea-calves a round 
dozen a-piece ! 'Twill cost you no great pains,, seeing they are 
tied up ready to your hand. Pish ! never mind their offence ; 
they have mutinied against themselves. Smite, and spare not. 
I will go ashore meanwhile, in your boat. Hollo there ! help 
me down. Take heed to my footing. Catch me, all of you, in 
your arms. Now I am in. No, I an't 1 I an't ! I an't ! 

If ye had not hauled me in again with that same boat-hook, I 
was drown'd. My shoulder bleeds for it, but I forgive. Never 
heed me : look to your helms and sails. 'Tis only a gallon or 
two of sea-water, just swallowed, that is indisposed to go on shore 
with me. I am used to it, indeed I am. Pray, what is the 
name of this blessed boat ? The Lively Nancy. Lively indeed 1 
The Jung Vrow was a Quakeress to her! At every jump she 
takes, my heart leaps also. Pray, pray, pray take in some 
canvas. You think you be sailing, but you are committing sui- 
cide. They mind me no more than stones. Oh ! oh I I am out 
of Danger's frying-pan into its fire ! Peter Stuckey will be a 
murtherer after all ! 

What a set of dare-devils ! They grin hke baboons whilst she 
is driving with half her deck under water ! I will shut mine eyes 
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a'nd liold fast by something. I am worse than ever. I give my- 
self up. Oh ! oh ! what an awful roaring, hissing, grinding noise 
we are come into 1 The bottom of the sea is coming out, or else 
the bottom of the boat ! Hah ! Help ! help ! I am heels 
upward ! Why did not some kindly soul forewarn me that she 
was going to stop short on the beach ? Stand all aside, and let 
me leap upon the sand. Ah ! I have made my nose spout gore 
in my over-haste to kiss my native land 1 

Blessed be dry ground 1 Farewell, ocean ! farewell, Jung 
Yrouw and Lively Nancy ! Take my advice, and get married 
both of you to young farmers. Farewell, ye hang-dogs that saved 
me ! Share my blessing amongst you ; 'tis all I have upon me 
or in me. Farewell, Neptune ! We'll part friends. If you ever 
come to Gropton-le-Moor, I shall be glad to see you, and not till 
then. Hans ! Jan ! Pieter ! farewell one and all of you ; " and 
if a merry meeting may be wished, God prohibit it." Now for a 
sweet, safe, still, silent land-bed ! Set me but within a run and a 
jump of one, and in two clipped current minutes I wnll be fast 
asleep in it, even like the Irishman who forgot to say his 
prayers, but remembered to say amen. 
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" Dost thou love silence, deep as that before the winds were made ? Go not into 
the wilderness ; descend not into the profundities of the earth ; shut not up thy case- 
ments ; nor pour wax into the cells of thine ears, with little-faith'd, self-mistrusting 
Ulysses. Retire with me into a Quakers' Meeting."— Essays of Elia. 



It may not, or ratlier it cannot, be generally known, that an 
attempt was made last winter, by certain influential members of 
tbe Society of Friends, to establish a Conversazione at Tottenham, 
a neighbom'hood especially favom^ed by that respectable and sub- 
stantial sect. The idea originated with a junior female branch of 
the opulent family of the Mumfords, w^hich has been seated, time 
out of mind, in the vicinity of Bruce Castle ; the notion was 
broached to a select few of the sisterhood, during a Sabbath walk 
homewards from the conventicle : the suggestion was relished ; 
and a conference was called, at which the scheme w^as seriously 
brought forward, and gravely considered. At first there was a lit- 
tle boggling at the proposed title, as savouring, it Avas thought, of 
Loquacity ; but the objection was drop]3ed, on an explanation that 
although the word implied conversation, no one would be bidden 
to discourse against their own inclination ; nay that even, amongst 
other persuasions, the conversazioni were frequently as distant as 
possible from a Negro " Talk," or a red Indian '^'Palaver." This 
little demur excepted, the plan went on swimmingly, and was finally 
adopted with the subdued hum which, in that quiet- loving com- 
munity, is equivalent to acclamations. A secretary was formally 
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proposed, and tacitly chosen unanimously : being no other than 
the fair Foundress herself, the mild-spoken and meek-eyed Ruth 
Mumford. A few brief rules were then drawn up, and, after no 
debate, agreed to — some of them, considering the constitutional 
taciturnity of the sect, being sufficiently superfluous, as guarding 
against what Bubb Doddington called " a multiplicity of talk." 
For instance, the 9th rule provided, that " no brother or sister 
should indulge in rambling irrelevant discourse, embracing a pro- 
fusion of topics, wide of the matter in hand." The 10th, that 
"no two or more Friends should disburden themselves of speech 
at one and the same time;" and the 12th, that "no member of 
this society shall dehver himself or herself with unreasonable con- 
tinuity, to the prevention of other Friends who might desire to 
speak to the matter." From the list of subjects to be " spoken 
to" politics and polemics were excluded; but poetry was allowed, 
or at least connived at, the excellent example of Bernard Barton 
and the Howitts having happily relaxed the primitive rigour of 
that proscription. Besides, it was well known, between Friends, 
that several of the younger female members, the fair secretary 
included, occasionally struck, or rather, as Quakers ought not to 
strike anything, twanged the lyre. For the rest, the society vfas 
modelled after other private literary associations ; it was to meet 
twice weekly, visiting the houses of the members in rotation, when 
original essays or papers were to be read, and afterwards dis- 
cussed ; provided always, that they afforded any Debateable Land 
to make a stand upon, seeing that at the end of the rules and 
regulations, a special article earnestly recommended, that in the 
selection of subjects all such topics should be avoided " as might 
lead to differences of opinion amongst the brethren." 

Such was— for it is defunct — the Tottenham Friends' Conver- 
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sazione ; of whose existence I became aware but by accident. It 
was my good fortune, till lately, to live next door to a family of 
Qualiers, and to make acquaintance with, the eldest daughter, a 
young lively maiden just wearing out the last of her teens, I am 
afraid in the austere brown eyes of her parents she was not 
strictly considered as the flower of their flock, being a sort of non- 
conformist among nonconformists, as was especially to be seen in 
comparing her with her yonnger sisters, who seemed to haye been 
brought up, or stuck up, under the most starched discipline. 
Instead of their plain close caps, — -mere casts of their skulls taken 
in muslin,- — she Vfore an airy fanciful structure of blonde and 
white ribbon, that a Parisian woman might have put .on — at 
least of a morning. In lieu of their sleek mohair braids, her 
auburn ringlets flowed down her neck in all the " Unloveliness of 
Love-locks." To her star-like hazel eyes she allowed a little 
planetary liberty of circulation ; whereas it seemed the object of 
the others, to keep their demure brown orbs as immoveable in 
their faces, as bad halfpence nailed to counters. Instead of screw- 
ing up her lips, as if she had just come, minus a masticator, out 
of Cartwright's into an east wind, she sometimes gave her ivory 
teeth an airing, by smiling at some innocent fancy, to which she 
would give utterance, without trying to send her clear sweet voice, 
by a IN'ew ISTorth-West Passage, through her nose. As for her 
figure, it was none of those shapes which have no shape, and may 
be sw^addled up without detriment in dingy drabs, olives, slates, 
and snuffy browns,— shapes wdiich nature makes on her basin- 
pudding days, instead of using her best jelly-moulds — shapes like 
the bonnet-shapes which balance baskets of live mackerel. To 
see the symmetrical Rachel standing near either of her sisters, you 
would think you beheld (borrowing a local image) Tottenham 
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High Cross, beside the Waithmaii Obelisk. Accordingly, tlie 
orthodox warp of her glossy satin was always shot with a woof of 
some one of those gayer prismatic tints, to wear which is 
reckoned, among the severer Foxites, "a profanation of the Rain- 
bow, deserving a second deluge." As will be seen hereafter, she 
put a little blue into her superfine silken hose; sometimes I even 
fancied that I detected a tinge of the more fleshy pink — in short, 
she was a Quakeress, but not of the sad-brown sort — only a 
brunette. 

With the old Friends, her parents, I cannot boast that I was 
even on speaking terms ; but with the lovely and Kvely Rachel 
my acquaintance had ripened even to the calling her by her 
Christian name; and the reciprocation of her thou and thee, to 
which I was led, not as a convertite, but from learning, in my 
French and German Grammars, that the use of the second per- 
son singular was an especial token of intimacy and affection. In 
this our neighbourly intercourse, a system of mutual accommoda- 
tion sprang up between us, not by bills, but by books ; for which 
she drew upon me by pretty little notes of hand, that I duly hon- 
oured, making them payable over the back garden wall. Draw- 
ings and pieces of new music were equally negotiable. If I 
remember rightly, it was in return for Moore's Melodies — the 
exchange at the time being against me — that I received " Fox's 
Martyrs." It was rather a ponderous tome for a lover of light 
reading ; and if St. Swithin's Festival had not fallen on a very wet 
Sunday in the country, I might never have opened its leaves, — 
if indeed they did not open of themselves, — thus letting fall, cer- 
tain MSS. intrusted to their custody, and which I now proceed to 
make pubhc. In a new edition of the " Curiosities of Literature" 
they would deserve a distin^'uished place* 
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MINUTES OF THE TOTTENHAM FEIENDS' CONYEESAZIONE ; 

Established witli a view to sober, Intellectual, and Literary 
unbendings. Kow first lield, namely, on the fourteenth day of 
the eleventh month, one thousand eight hundred thirty and four. 
Brother Muraford, the Father of the present humble Pen, in the 
chair. 




A most powerful and worthy setting forth, both in regard of 
numbers and our proceedings. Firstly, a word in season from 
Friend Oliver. Secondly, a draft of the rules. Thirdly, an open- 
ing poem ; meditation thereon until the tenth hour, when our 
sitting v;as completed. Many congratulations between the 
brethren on the order, quiet, and decency thereof; myself, as its 
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humble founder, very joyously elevated — even unto the shedding 
of tears. 

lY. Some awkAYardness on this night, arising out of the pre- 
sentation of nine several Negroes' Complaints to be read forth. 
Precedence yielded unto Sister Skeldrum's complaint, in respect 
of her being so ancient, namely, three- score and ten. After 
which. Sister Panyer's was gone through, detaining us nearhand 
until our hour of dissolution. Friend Black in the chair. 

21. The Negro Complaints resumed, whereof three more w^ere 
gotten over, Sister Fagg kindly taking turn about with me in the 
deliverance thereof. Friend Thorne in the chair. 

24. A spare meeting. The 'Negro Complaints brought to an 
end, save one ; Sister Rumble consenting, on much persuasion, to 
reserve the Sorrows of Sambo for the Abolition Anniversary. 
Friend Woolley in the chair. 

28. Friend Greathead read forth an original paper on the 
Manners of the Beavers. Much meditation thereon. Friend 
Stillfox in the chair. 

1-12. Friend Seagrave in the chair. Sister Meeking read forth 
her Essay on Silence, but in so humbe a tone, that little thereof 
was taken inward at our ears. No debate thereon. Dorcas 
Fysche, a visiter, craved to know whether Friends, not being 
members, were permitted to speak on the subject, and was replied 
to in the affirmative. Whereupon she held her peace. 

5. Sister Knight read forth a self-composed addressing of her- 
self unto sleep. To vvdiich no objection was made by any present. 
Friend Knapp in the chair. 

8. On this night I plucked up courage, and essayed to read 
forth mine own Stanzas on Universal Love ; but my voice failing 
me in tbe midst, it was completely finished for me by Friend 
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Thicknesse, ^viio did perversely continue to pronounce Jews in- 
stead of Detos^ whereof came absurdity. Above all, in the line 
which singetb,- — "Descend ye Dews on this my head." And 
jigain,— *^ Ye painted Flies that suck the Dews." 

12. No other member being prepared with originahty, Sister 
Humble read forth her Sorrows of Sambo. Much silent comment 
thereon. Bi other Kersey in the chair, who shamefully suffered 
himself to be surprised w^ith sleep, 

15. E'o le( turing, and, by course, no debate ; only meditation. 
A call made to order against Friend Dilly, who was in the chair, 
for untimeliness in askincv i}ie price of Anglo-Mexicans at a quarter 
before ten. 

19. Sister Fetterlock being a visitor in expectancy, every one 
confined theinselves unto Newgate. Several of the brethren 
declared theii convictions. Friend Roper in the chair. 

22. No lecturing. Sister Bumble distributed Sambo's Sorrows 
amongst us, ( ne unto each ; the which she had caused to be im- 
printed at he own risk and cost. Friend Boulter was the chair. 

20. No L cturing. It pleased our worthy brother Upham, at 
his House of Welcom.e, to spread before us the creature comforts 
most abunda:itly, with a great outpouring of the foreign luxur\^ 
which is callxl Champagne ; the which was greatly discussed; 
and Brother ITpham thereafter rebuked for the same, for that it 
was not of im kind which is still. 

20. Friend Stock read forth a narrative of his own Life and 
Personal Adventures, the which held us for half an hour. Some 
debate touching the imprinting of the same, at the cost of the 
Society, in tha shape of a Tract ; which was agreed to, but put 
off at the instance of Friend Stock himself, in order to give him 
time to live into the shape of a pamphlet Friend Smallbones 
went through the chair. 
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2-1-86. No assembly, by reason of tbe outrageous wind and 
hail, excepting Sister Rumble, with a new original poem, called 
" The Moral Gipsy." The which she did read forth from the 
chair to my humble self and family, and our serving-man, Bimon 
Dunny. 

5. Friend Broadbent read forth, in part, an Essay on Innocent 
Jocularity ; the which, in sundry passages, provoked dissentients, 
as tending to a defence of levity. A stiff debate thereon, in 
which all the brethren were agreeable to censure. Great merri- 
ment at Friend Sexton in his rebuking, saying " Christian gravy," 
instead of gravity, by a slip of the tongue. 

9. The remains of Innocent Jocularity brought on again in a 
decidedly grave way, and nothing savouring of offensive. Fol- 
lowed with silence. 




"it can't be helped." 



12. There w^ere not sufficient friends to make a sitting, and no 
chair. 

16. At Bister Rumble's, by course of rotation. 'No oihei 
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member present, save mine own self, as by duty bomid. A de- 
plorable falling away from the cause. Whereof more hereafter. 

^V % ^ iii Y? ^J 

The Record here breaks off. The society probably did not 
proceed forther, but died on the spot, of a complication of Inno- 
cent Jocularity and Sister Rumble, and was bnried tacitly, with 
the fair Ruth Mumford for its chief mourner. The other papers 
are in verse, and a reading of them will certainly persuade the 
reviewers that they were premature m applying the designation of 
*' Quaker Poetry" to foregone lays and lyrics. The first is a 
genuine brown study after nature ; the second a hint how Peace 
ought not to be proclaimed. 



SONNET. 

BY R. M. 

How sweet thus clad, in Autumn's mellow Tone, 
With serious Eye, the russet Scene to view ! 
No Verdure decks the Forest, save alone 
The snd green Holly, and the olive Yew. 
The Skies, no longer of a garish Blue, 
Subdued to Dove-like Tints, and soft as Wool, 
Reflected show their slaty Shades anew 
In th^ drab Waters of the clayey Pool. 
Meanwliile yon Cottage Maiden wends to School, 
In Garb of Chocolate so neatly drest, 
And Bonnet puce, fit object for the Tool, 
And chasten'd Pigments, of our Brother West; 
Yea, all is silent, sober, calm, and cool, 
Save gaudy Robin with his crimson Breast. 
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LINES 

ON THE CELEBRATION OF PEACE. 

BYDORCASDOVE. 

And is it thus ye welcome Peace ! 

From mouths of forty-pounding Bores 1 
Oh cease, exploding Cannons, cease ! 

Lest Peace, affrighted, shun our shores 1 

Not so the quiet Queen should come ; 
But like a Nurse to still our Fears, 

With Shoes of List, demurely dumb, 
And Wool or Cotton in her Ears ! 

She asks for no triumphal Arch; 

No Steeples for their ropy Tongues ; 
Down, Drumsticks, down, She needs no March, 

Or blasted Trumps from brazen Lungs. 

She wants no Noise of mobbing Throats 

To tell that She is drawing nigh : 
Why this Parade of scarlet Coats, 

When War has closed his bloodshot Eye ? 

Returning to Domestic Loves, 

When War has ceased with all its Ills, 
Captains should come like sucking Doves, 

With Olive Branches in their Bills. 

No need there is of vulgar Shout, 

Bells, Cannons, Trumpets, Fife and Drum, 

And Soldiers marching all about, 
To let Us know that Peace is come. 

O mild should be the Signs, and meek, 

Sweet Peace's Advent to proclaim ! 
Silence her noiseless Foot should speak, 

And Echo should repeat the same. 
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Lo ! where the Soldier walks, alas ! 

With Scars received on foreign Grounds ; 
Shall we consume in coloured Glass 
■ The Oil that should be pour'd in Wounds ? 

The bleeding Gaps of War to close, 
Will whizzing Rocket-Flight avail ? 

Will Squibs enliven Orphan's Woes ? 
Or Crackers cheer the Widow's Tale 1 




A GENERAL PSAOH. 
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IkjtrliBS nil till Enttlr. 

THE MORNING CALL, 

I CANNOT conceive any prospect more agreeable to a weary 
traveller tlian the approacli to Bedfordshire, Eacli valley re- 
minds him of Sleepy Hollow, the fleecy clouds seem like blankets, 
the lakes and ponds are clean sheets ; the setting sun looks like a 
warming-pan. He dreams of dreams to come. His travelling- 
cap transforms to a night-cap, the coach lining feels softlier 
squabbed ; the guard's horn plays " Lullaby." Every flower by 
the road-side is a poppy. Each jolt of the coach is but a drowsy 
stumble up stairs. The lady opposite is the chamber-maid ; the 
gentleman beside her is Boots. He shdes into imaginary slippers ; 
he winks and nods flirtingly at Sleep, so soon to be his own. 
Although the wheels may be rattling into vigilant Wakefield, it 
appears to him to be sleepy Ware, with its great Bed, a whole 
County of Down, spread " all before him where to choose his 
place of rest." 

It was in a similar mood, after a long dusty droughty dog- 
day's journey, that I entered the Dolphin, at Bedhampton. I 
nodded in at the door, winked at the lights, blinked at the com- 
pany in the coffee-room, yawned for a glass of negus, swallowed 
it with my eyes shut, as though it had been " a pint of nappy ,'^ 
surrendered my boots, clutched a candlestick, and blundered, slip- 
shod, up the stairs to number nine. 

Blessed be the man, says Sancho Panza, who first invented 
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sleep : and blessed be heaven tbat lie did not take out a patent, 
and keep bis discovery to bimself. My clothes dropped off me : 
I saw through a drowsy haze the likeness of a four-poster : 
" Great Nature's second course " was spread before me ; — and T 
fell to without a long grace ! 

Here's a body — there's a bed ! 
There's pillow — here's a head ! 
There's a curtain — here's a Hght ! 
There's a pufF — and so Good Night ! 

It w^ould have been gross improvidence to waste more words 
on the occasion ; for I was to be roused up again at four o'clock 
the next morning, to proceed by the early coach. I determined, 
therefore, to do as much sleep within the interval as I could ; and 
in a minute, short measure, I was with that mandarin, Morpheus, 
in his Land of Nod. 

How intensely we sleep when we are fatigued ! Some as 
sound as tops, others as fast as churches. For my own part I 
must have slept as fast as a Cathedral, — as fast as Young Rapid 
wished his father to slumber, — nay as fast as the French veteran 
who dreams over again the whole Russian campaign while dozing 
in his sentry-box. I must have slept as fast as a fast post-coach 
in my four-poster — or rather I must have slept " like winkin'," for 
I seemed hardly to have closed my eyes, when a voice cried 
" Sleep no more ! " 

It was that of Boots, caUing and knocking at the door, whilst 
through the keyhole a ray of candlelight darted into my cham- 
ber. 

"Who's there?" 

"It's me, your honour, I humbly ax pardon—but somehow 
I've oversleeped myself, and the coach be gone by !" 
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" The devil it is I — tlien I have lost my place 1" 

" No, not exactly, your honour. She stops a bit at the Dragon 
t'other end o^ the town ; and if your honour wouldn't object to a 
bit of a run — " 

i' That's enough — come in. Put down the hght — and take up 
that bag — my coat over your arm — and waistcoat with it— and 
that cravat." 

Boots acted according to orders. I jumped out of bed — 
pocketed my nightcap — screwed on my stockings — plunged into 
my trowsers — rammed my feet into wrong right and left boots — 
tumbled down the back stairs — burst through a door, and found 
myself in the fresh air of the stable -yard, holding a lantern, 
which, in sheer haste, or spleen, I pitched into the horsepond. 
Then began the race, during w^hich I completed my toilet, run- 
ning and firing a verbal volley at Boots, as often as I could spare 
breath for one. 

" And you call this waking me up — for the coach. My waist- 
coat 1 — Why I could wake myself — too late — without being 
called. ISTow my cravat — and be hanged to you ! — Confound 
that stone — and give me my coat. A nice road — for a run ! — 
I suppose you keep it — on purpose. How many gentlemen — 
may you do a week ? — I'll tell you w^hat. If I — run-— a foot- 
further—" 

1 paused for wind ; while Boots had stopped of his own accord. 
We had turned a corner into a small square ; and on the opposite 
side, certainly there stood an inn with the sign of the Dragon, 
but without any sign of a coach at the door. Boots stood beside 
me, aghast, and surveyiiig the house from the top to the bottom ; 
not a wreath of smoke came from a chimney ; the curtains were 
closed over every wiudovr^, and the door was closed and shuttered. 
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